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PREFACE. 




HESE addresses were delivered on a 
succession of Sundays in the Church 
of St. James, Marylebone. 



They took the place of sermons in a series 
of services entitled '* Sunday Evenings for the 
People." 

They were reported in shorthand, revised by 
the author, and are now issued in accordance 
with a very general request. 

May the sphere of the Church of England 
Pulpit be annually enlarged, and may her 
Preachers learn to press all that is good into 
the service of God. 

H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
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SELECTED POEMS. 






I. 

SELECTED POEMS. 

|T is sometimes thought that an address 
from the pulpit cannot be good unless 
it starts with a text. But a right grasp 
of the Bible should teach us how to find "sermons 
in stones, and good in everything/' 

Nothing should be uttered in the pulpit incon- 
sistent with the spirit of Religion, but the Bible 
need not be incessantly quoted. Let us take a 
hint from Christ and His Apostles ; how did they 
preach ? No doubt they used the Old Testament 
(the New not being in existence) as something 
familiar, through which to teach their hearers 
what was not familiar; it was the schoolmaster 
leading men t© Christ. But the real use of the Old 
Testament with Christ was, to make men think 
and feel for themselves ; and this indeed is the only 
kind of teaching worth much in any age. Such 
teaching is often indirect, but none the less im- 
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pressive. If you take the Bible only as a text- 
book, you will be in danger of missing its higher 
power as a spiritual fountain. 

Our Lord's use of texts was peculiar ; He usually 
took them to illustrate the differences between His 
own teaching and that of the Old Testament, as in 
the Sermon on the Mount. It was thus He taught : 
Moses said one thing, I say another. The 
new was in one sense opposed to the old, yet 
not destructive of it ; it fulfilled and absorbed it. 
When St. Paul alluded to the Old Testament, it 
was usually to draw Jews through their favourite 
oracles to something better; but when he turned 
from the little Jewish sects to the great outside 
world, we cease to hear from his lips the Bible 
texts, instead we have verses from the popular 
poets and philosophers; as when, on Mars Hill at 
Athens, he finds an altar to the unknown God, 
and quotes the poet Aratus (B.C. 270), a native 
of his own city of Tarsus, in the opening lines 
of the Phenomena — 

Tov yap Kttl y€V09 io-fxev, 

'^ We are also of his offspring ;'* showing that 
even the Greek poets had taught that the human 
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race was in some mysterious way bound to the All 
Father. In the Epistle to Titus, St. Paul alludes 
to the glaring faults of the Cretan character, lash- 
ing the vices of those dissipated islanders with the 
words of an older poet,^ 

Kp5t€9 del ^evorat, Kouca Orjpiay yaaryK^ dpyat, 

which being translated is, *' The Cretans were ever 
liars, evil beasts, lazy gorbels." And if St. Paul 
did not scruple to point his discourses from popular 
poets, why should we ? 

The poets are the men after all — more than 
statesmen, more than philosophers — who have the 
deepest hold over, and insight into, the thoughts and 
feelings of their age. A great student of men once 
said, '* Let who will make the people's laws, let me 
make the people's songs.'' 

The poet and the prophet in old days meant 
almost the same thing; the poet was often the 
true political ruler, as he even now is seldom 
without direct or indirect political influence. 
Isaiah was a statesman and popular leader ; 
David, sweet psalmist, was poet and prophet, 
as well as king. Think of the vast political 
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and social, as well as moral and spiritual influ- 
ence wielded by Chaucer, Shakespeare, and 
Milton, down to the present time. And when 
you study the utterances of contemporary poets, 
you are really mastering the springs of con- 
temporary life, and, in so far as the poet himself 
is religious, the central religious thoughts and 
aspirations of the age. Byron, Wordsworth, 
Shelley, Tennyson, Longfellow, Browning, Swin- 
boume, Keble — these are the men who condense 
the life of your age into words that breathe, and 
thoughts that bum. They leave among them 
not a stop untouched, not a chord that is dear 
and sympathetic unsounded ; they cut and polish 
for us, as one of them has so sweetly sung, those 
*' jewels five words long which on the stretched 
forefinger of Time sparkle for ever.*' 

Of all living poets (Tennyson not excepted), 
Longfellow the American has made for himself the 
widest social popularity. As Dr. Whewell, the 
famous Master of Trinity College, Cambridge, 
once said in my hearing, " The sweet and homely 
melodies of Longfellow have touched a thousand 
hearts that have been unmoved by the deeper and 



Longfellow. 7 

sometimes abstruse harmonies of Tennyson.*' 
But it is Longfellow's fresh, genuine, and tender 
insight into the religious thoughts and feelings of 
ordinary human beings, which has made him the 
minister of hope and the stay of faith in this ar- 
tificial and doubt-tossed age. 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow is still living. 
He is seventy-three years (1880) old, being born 
in 1807, at Portland, Maine, U.S. He was edu- 
cated at Bowdoin College, where he graduated 
with honours in 1825. He became Professor of 
Modem Languages there, and afterwards filled the 
same post at Harvard College in 1835, ^^^ ^^ 
Cambridge, U.S. in 1836. He has been an exten- 
sive traveller throughout Europe, and has trans- 
lated poems from many different languages, and 
touched with a master-hand the springs of national 
life and religion in many lands. 

In 1854 he resigned his professorship. In 1868 
and 1869 he was with us in England. He went to 
Oxford, and there they conferred on him the Hon. 
D.C.L. degree. In 1874 he was nominated for 
the Lord Rectorship of Glasgow University, and 
was defeated on a contest, although not by a large 
majority, by Benjamin Disraeli, Eavl of Beacons- 
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field ; and after that he returned to America, and is 
now living there in his old age, having gone through 
much suffering, endured many losses, and had a 
very wide experience of life, and love, and sorrow. 
Truly he has learned his lesson deeply and well ; 
he has received the good seed into an honest heart, 
from whence has sprung up for these latter days 
a good and bountiful harvest. And this thought, 
that he sowed not for himself alone, but for us — 
that his work was incomplete without our respon- 
sive love and sympathy, seems to have been ever 
present with him ; it has endeared Longfellow to a 
multitude on either side of the Atlantic ; his sym- 
pathy reaches across the wide ocean, his voice is 
heard by those who love it, his teaching felt by 
those who need it. This power of ministration, 
this gentle presence of a wise, and genial, and 
gifted friend — simple, unassuming, yet irresistibly 
winning — has been beautifully illustrated by him in 
the lovely Dedication to the ** Sea-side and Fire- 
side Poems." 

As one who, walking in the twilight gloom, 
Hears round about him voices as it darkens ; 

And seeing not the forms from which they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and turns and hearkens ; 
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So, walking here in twilight, oh, my friends, 
I hear your voices, softened by the distance, 

And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends 
His words of friendship, comfort, and assistance. 

If any thought of mine, or sung or told. 

Has ever given delight or consolation, 
Ye have repaid me back a thousand-fold, 

By every friendly sign or salutation. 

Thanks for the S3rmpathies that ye have shown ! 

Thanks for each kindly word, each silent token. 
That teaches me, when seeming most alone, 

Friends are around us, though no word be spoken ; — 

Kind messages, that pass from land to land ; 

Kind letters, that betray the heart's deep history, 
In which we feel the pressure of a hand. 

One touch of fire, and all the rest is mystery ! — 

The pleasant books, that silently among 

Our household treasures take familiar places, 

And are to us as if a living tongue 

Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces. 

Perhaps on earth I never shall behold. 

With eye of sense, your outward form and semblance ; 
Therefore to me ye never will grow old, 

But live for ever young in my remembrance. 

Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away I 
Your gentle voices will flow on for ever, — 

When life grows bare, and tarnished with decay^ 
As through a lifeless landscape flows a river. 
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Not chance of birth or place has made us friends, 
Being oftentimes of different tongues and nations ; 

But the endeavour for the self-same ends, 
With the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations. 

Therefore I hope to join your sea-side walk, 
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion ; 

Not interrupting with intrusive talk 
The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean. 

Therefore I hope, as no unwelcome guest, 

At your warm fireside, when the lamps are lighted, 

To have my place reserved among the rest, 
Nor stand as one unsought and uninvited ! 

Now to-night, let me try and gather up, as in a 
brief though illustrated summary, some of the 
noblest qualities of this poet's teaching, as I 
dwell upon (I.) Longfellow's Natural Religion, 
(II.) Longfellow's View of Death, (III.) Long- 
fellow's Endeavour after the Higher Life, (IV.) 
Longfellow's Philanthropy and Charity, (V.) 
Longfellow's Faith and Hope. 

I. Longfellow's Natural Religion. — 
There are immense gains in culture and civi- 
lization, but we lose some things; we lose the 
sharp keen primitive taste — " the great glad, 
aboriginal instincts," as Emerson calls them — the 
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healthy loves and hates — aye, and the healthy 
response of the soul to God. We miss the natural 
influences which the sweet things of nature are 
designed to bring home to our hearts. 

We go with blunted perceptions and bleared 
eyes to God's beautiful world ; we fail to hear the 
secrets of the harmonious seasons, we sit down 
with jaded appetites to the banquet of the bloom- 
ing earth, and the light of heaven is dim. 

But what constitutes the religious heart is just 
this — to be able to lift up our eyes and see, as 
Henry Melville puts it, the whole world " burning 
with Deity ! '' 

And what constitutes the eye of the poet is this, 
that he sees what others cannot see. What made 
Turner a great painter was, that he could catch 
those effects of light and shade, of evanescent 
colour, and register them so as to make others 
see them and love them too. " I never saw such 
effects in nature," said a buyer to Turner. " No," 
replied the master; ''but don't you wish you 
could?" 

It requires a special cultivated faculty before 
you can see what the poets and artists can see 
in outward nature. And it requires the tender 



1 1 Poets in the Pulpit. 

heart and fresh susceptibilities before you can read 
the great lessons of natural religion in the outward 
and visible universe, and look up through nature 
to nature's God. 

It is because this faculty is so fresh, this habit 
so confirmed in Longfellow, that I commend him 
specially to this busy, hurrying, striving age, over 
which his sweet temper has gained such a happy 
control. Longfellow, in the happy solitudes of 
Nature, cannot choose but feel and see God ; he 
listens to the voices of the Woodlands, and the 
Ocean, and the Night, as well as to those of the 
Temple and the Fire-side. 

Hear him, or rather over-hear him, in the 
summer woods, — 

Into the blithe and breathing air, 

Into the solemn wood — 
Solemn and silent ever)rwhere, 
Nature with folded hands seemed there — 

Like one in prayer I stood. 

And wherever he turns divine whispers reach 
his unspoiled heart, and his words flow forth with 
the gentle grace and simplicity of a child's prayer : 

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
God has written in those stars above ; 
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But not less in the bright flow'rets under us, 
Stands the revelation of His love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation, 
Written all over this great world of ours, 

Making evident our own creation — 

In these stars of earth, these golden flowers. 

And the poet, faithful and far-seeing. 
Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part 

Of the self-same universal being 

Which is throbbing in his brain and heart. 

Does it not almost seem to lead up to the climax 
of that more concisely inspired utterance of the 
Apostle Paul, when he too is bidding men look 
through creation to the Creator : ** Because that 
which may be known of God is manifest in us, for 
God hath showed it unto us. For the invisible 
things of Him from the creation of the world are 
clearly seen, being understood by the things that 
are made, even His eternal power and Godhead." 
Romans ii. 20. 

n. Longfellow on Death. — If there is 
one thing which paralyzes and depresses us in 
the midst of contemplating beautiful things in the 
outward world, it is the depressing effect of the 
spectacle of Death, with its inseparable pain and 
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suffering. Who shall lighten for us the burden of 
death ? Who shall take from the grave its dark- 
ness, and from death its bitterness ? Many a brave 
and bright spirit has gone on its way rejoicing, 
until it came upon the veiled figure and the 
yawning abyss. It is especially on all these sad 
and grim subjects that Longfellow is sweetly and 
nobly inspired. * The pain of separation — the terror 
of dissolution, vanishes beneath his ardent touch ; . 
and those who are naturally paralyzed and pros- 
trated by the spectacle of humanity passing into 
apparent darkness and oblivion, are suddenly lifted 
up and comforted. Even that most dismal of all 
symbols and reminders of mortality, a close city 
churchyard, is suffused beneath his gaze with deli- 
cate and poetic emotion. You may have noticed 
some of our own city grave-yards. Many of them, 
it is true, have now been turned into bright places 
for springing flowers ; but others remain, do what 
you will to them, dismal, and dreary, and lonely ; 
and when we pass, the sight of these mouldering 
stones behind the iron railings, and the green 
rank grass, makes our hearts sink within us, as we 
think of the decaying bodies which lie beneath. 
Yet even these seem to acquire new pathos, and 
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derive a certain glory, from the brightness of the 
poet's spirit, and his first thought is one of deep 
rest :— 

All was ended now, and the hope, and the fear, and the 

sorrow — 
All the aching of heart, the restless unsatisfied longing, — 
All the dull deep pain, and constant anguish of patience ! 

• • • • • • • 

In the heart of the city they lie, unknown and unnoticed 
Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing beside them ; 
Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest for 

ever; 
Thousands of aching brains, wh^re theirs no longer are busy ; 
Thousands of toiling hands, where theirs have ceased from their 

labours ; 
Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have completed their 

joiuney ! 

And whether he touches on the passing away of 
a little child in the first dawn of life, or a young 
man or woman taken in the glowing bloom of youth, 
or the more mature companion of our later years, 
there is the same undefinable glow of hope and 
aspiration, and the same recurrent feeling that they 
are not dead, but gone before — the very message 
which every one who has lost a dear friend longs 
to receive. Ah ! we often hear it from lips which 
pronounce it apparently without feeling it, and are 
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not able to convey to those who want to feel it, 
the precious faith in the existence, perchance the 
presence, of the dear, the forever-remembered dead! 
Then are the words of the true and faithful poet 
helpful. He never sounds the note of despair; 
doubt never sweeps darkly across his soul. But 
the spirit world itself becomes visible to him ; he is 
looking out from the loneliness of his life with the 
eyes of an inspired seer, and we sit and listen at 
his feet whilst he pours forth, without constraint 
or effort, such a flood of spiritual emotion that our 
drooping souls are indeed lifted up with the hope 
that is full of immortality. Hear him on the death 
of little children : — 

There is a Reaper, whose name is Death, 

And, with his sickle keen, 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between. 

" Shall I have nought that is fair ? " saith he ; 

" Have nought but the bearded grain ? 
" Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 

" I will give them all back agaia" 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their drooping leaves. 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 
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** My Lord has need of these floVrets gay," 

The Reaper said, and smiled ; 
" Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where He was once a child 

" They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care ; 
And saints upon their garments white 

These sacred blossoms wear." 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 
The flowers she most did love ; 
. She knew she should find them all again 
In the fields of light above. 

Oh, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 

The Reaper came that day ; 
Twas an angel visited the green earth, 

And took the flowers away. 

And equally sweet and searching is the note of 
resignation sounded on the passing away of those 
who are young and beautiful in the bloom of 
years : — 

There is no flock, however watched and tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoever defended. 

But has one vacant chair ! 

The air is full of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying, 

Will not be comforted ! 
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Let us be patient ! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise ; 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 



There is no death ! What seems so is transition ;' 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call Death. 

She is not dead, the child of our affection, 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection, 

And CJirist himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion, 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives, whom we call dead. 



Not as a child shall we again behold her ; 

For when, with raptures wild. 
In our embraces we again enfold her> 

She will not be a child ; 

But a fair maiden, in her Father^s mansion, 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiful with all the souFs expansion. 

Shall we behold her face. 

And though at times, impetuous with emotion, 
And anguish long suppressed, 
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The swelling heart heaves, moaning like the ocean 
That cannot be at rest ; 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay ; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing, 

The grief that must have way. 

Gr again, when he deals with the more mature, 
and far more irreparable losses : 

They, the holy ones and weakly. 

Who the cross of suffering bore. 
Folded their pale hands so meekly, 

Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the Being Beauteous, 

Who unto my youth was given. 
More than all things else to love me, 

And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 

Comes that messenger divine. 
Takes the vacant chair beside me, 

Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gazes at me 

With those deep and tender eyes, — 
Like the stars, so still and saint-like. 

Looking downward from the skies. 

Utter'd not, yet comprehended. 

Is the spirit's noiseless prayer, — 
Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 

Breathing from her lips of air. 

C 2 



20 Poets in the Pulpit. 

Oh, though oft depressed and lonely, 

All my fears are laid aside, 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died. 

Is not death changed ? is not the weight lifted ? 
is not One felt to be very near us, bearing our sor- 
row, and carrying our griefs ? 

holy trust ! O endless sense of rest ! 

Like the beloved John, 
To lay his head upon the Saviour's breast, 

And thus to journey on ! 

This grasp of things unseen — this sense of the 
ever present surroundings of the world of spirits — 
this abiding trust in the love which has passed 
beyond the grave, and gate of death, does it not 
seem to be yet another spiritual echo of the great 
Apostle's words — *' death, where is thy sting ? 
O grave, where is thy victory ?'' 

III. Longfellow's Endeavour after the 
Higher Life. — But perhaps, after all, what has 
gained the firmest hold over the English mind are, 
not the meditations on death, but the practical 
grappling with th^ affair3 of every-day life, the 
trumpet calls to duty, the oft declared need 
for patience, perseverance, and tireless endeavour. 
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There is a practical sense about Longfellow which 
redeems him from every charge of sentimentality. 
If you ever find him indulging in anything like 
what we may call " sentiment/' it is only to nerve 
and inspire us with energy for manly action ; and 
I should be unjust to the genius of the greatest 
American poet if I did not here remind you of his 
oft repeated " Psalm of Life/' 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers, 

Life is but an empty dream ! 
For the soul is dead that slumbers, 

And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! Life is earnest ! 
And the grave is not its goal : 
" Dust thou art, to dust retuniest," 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is pur destined end or way ; 
But to act that each to-morrow 

Finds us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and time is fleeting, 
And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still, like mufiled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 
In the bivouac life, 
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Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 
Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant ! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ! 
Act, — ^act in the living Present 1 

Heart within, and God overhead ! 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time : 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main, 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour and to wait. 

And in the matter of earnest moral activity 
there is another poem, called the ** Ladder of St. 
Augustine,*' much less known, but also sounding a 
practical note, the opening lines of which are in- 
teresting because they remind us of Tennyson's 
lines referring to the same quotation from St. 
Augustine. 

I hold it truth, with him who sings 
To one clear harp in divers tones, 
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That men may rise on stepping-stones 
Of their dead selves to higher things. 

Many persons on reading the " In Memoriam/* 
have inquired who it is that is referred to. Long- 
fellow informs us : — 

Saint Augustine ! well hast thou said 

That of our vices we can frame 
A ladder, if we will but tread 

Beneath our feet each deed of shame I 

All common things— each day's events 
That with the hour begin and end, 

Our pleasures and our discontents, 
Are rounds by which we may ascend 

The low desire— the base design 
That makes another's virtues less, 

The revel of the giddy wine. 
And all occasions of excess ; 

The longing for ignoble things, 
The strife for triumph more than truth. 

The hardening of the heart, that brings 
Irreverence for the dreams of youth ; 

All thoughts of ill — all evil deeds 
That have their root in thoughts of ill, 

Whatever hinders or impedes 
The action of the nobler will, — 

All these must first be trampled down 
Beneath our feet, if we would gain. 
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In the bright field of Fair Renown, 
The right of eminent domain ! 



The heights by great men reached and kept, 
Were not attained by sudden flight ; 

But they, while their companions slept, 
Were toiling upward in the night. 

Standing on what too long we bore. 
With shoulders bent and downcast eyes, 

We may discern, unseen before, 
A path to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevocable past 

As wholly wasted, wholly vain, 
If, rising on its wrecks, at last 

To something nobler we attain. 

So there is practical, wise, and solid counsel for 
us here, although perhaps in the ''Psalm of Life" 
Longfellow is sweetest and most powerful — as, 
indeed, there he is most admirably concise. 

IV. LONGFELLOW^S PHILANTHROPY AND 
Charity. — Yet the strictly philanthropic and 
charitable side of the poet remains ; and when he 
calls us to remember the sufferings he has so 
deeply felt himself, and bids us turn away from our 
own hours of selfishness or idle enjoyment, there 
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seems to be a lesson for us, especially in the 
present day, which is full of so much selfishness, 
pleasure seeking, money making, and money 
spending, without a care by those who have for 
those who want, so that if a man struggles a little 
to the front himself, he heeds not what becomes 
of his brother who toils — ^when, if you have enough 
for yourselves you cease to feel for the sufferings 
of others — ^and^ surrounded by comforts, you care 
not who '* goes bare, goes bare.'* 

Friends, whilst at this bitter Christmas season * 
your houses are lighted up with feasting, and 
revelry and the songs of rejoicing are ringing 
through your rooms — a cry of distress comes up, 
which you cannot well drown, and which you 
should never forget. 

You cannot take up a newspaper without read- 
ing of fearful distress in the north of England, 
where trade is paralyzed to such an extent that 
hundreds and thousands cannot get the necessaries 
of life. It is not only the ordinary workman, 
but the small trader^ and the small dealer with 
whom he deals — the retail dealer — seem at last 

* The winter of 1878 was one of unusual severity, coinci- 
dent with exceptional commercial depression. 
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to be suffering. And this sad cry, which has 

begun too early in the winter, is likely to go on 

increasing until the spring. And although the 

present distress may be exceptional — remember, 

the poor ye have always with you — there is never 

a dearth of famine, or pain, or poverty ; and you 

have no right to be comfortable in your warm 

homes, unless you have done what you can for 

the homeless — or to sit at your Christmas feasts, 

unless you have tried to feed the hungry — or to 

rejoice, unless you have helped to comfort the 

afflicted. 

The poet shall here take his place in the 

pulpit, and preach you this short but powerful 

sermon : — 

I have a vague remembrance 

Of a story that is told, 
In some ancient Spanish legend, 

Or chronicle of old. 

It was when brave King Sanchez, 

Was before Zamora slain, 
And his great besieging army 

Lay encamped upon the plain. 

Don Diego de Ordonez 

Sallied forth in front of all, 
And shouted loud his challenge 

To the warders on the wall 
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All the people of Zamorai 

Both bom and the unborn, 
As traitors did he challenge, 

With taunting words of scorn : 

The living, in their houses ; 

And in their graves, the dead; 
And the waters of their rivers, 

And their wine, and oil, and bread ! 

There is a greater army. 

That besets us round with strife, — 
A starving, numberless army. 

At all the gates of life. 

The poverty-stricken millions. 

Who challenge our wine and bread. 
And impeach us all as traitors. 

Both the living and the dead. 

And whenever I sit at the banquet, 

Where the feast and song are high. 
Amid the mirth and the music 

I can hear that fearful cry. 

And liollow and haggard faces 

Look into the lighted hall. 
And wasted hands are extended 

To catch the crumbs that fall. 

For within there is light and plenty. 

And odours fill the air ; 
But without there is cold and darkness. 

And hunger and despair. 
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And there in the camp of famine, 

In wind, and cold, and rain, 
Christ, the great Lord of the army, 

Lies dead upon the plain ! 

V. Longfellow's Faith and Hope. — So 
with thoughts Hke these we come to our last 
poem of ''The Christmas Bells.*' They are about 
to sound a very sad peal to some of us, with much 
of mournful irony, when we think how far we are 
from that peace on earth and good will towards 
men of which they are meant to remind us. And 
some perhaps are inclined to take a pessimist view 
of life, as they recall the bright and beneficent 
doctrines of Christianity, and perceive how little 
effect they have in allaying, not only the distress 
and sorrow, but the violence and malice of the 
world about us. And others ask^ where is God ? 
Why does He not show His arm ? Why does He 
not disperse want, and hunger, and sin ? Why does 
He not put a stop to war? If people are 
Christians^ and the kingdoms of this world are 
becoming the kingdoms of our God and of His 
Christy why does not Christianity triumph ? why 
do not men settle disputes by arbitration ? why 
do nations rise one against another ? why are 
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the resources of industry and science lavished 
on fearful and diabolical engines, to enable men to 
murder those who never did them any harm^ and 
against whom they have no unfriendly feeling, but 
who are hurled against each other in masses, 
both armies perhaps professing the same Chris- 
tianity — as was the case in the great war between 
North and South America, or between France 
and Prussia, or between England, Italy, France, 
and Russia, in the Crimea — Christian people, 
belonging maybe to different churches, but still 
Christian people? And why are thousands of 
homes made miserable, by loss, and want, and 
despair, whilst Christmas bells are ringing out 
''Peace on earth and good will towards men"? 
Ah ! you have sometimes felt inclined to despair 
of humanity. But despair is not the note of 
the spiritual life ; the victory lies not with the 
seen and temporal, but with the things unseen 
and eternal; and you are pessimists in spite of 
yourselves. You who have ceased to believe in the 
progress of right and the victory of good, may be 
recalled to a healthier and nobler view by the indo- 
mitable hopefulness and deep trust to be found in 
the utterances of Longfellow, and, I significantly 
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add, Tennyson. Sothe two great characteristic poets 
of the Old and New Worlds, amid our infidelities, 
our pessimist views of life, our failures, and our 
sins, still hold high the torch of redemptive good — 
still bear aloft the soiled and tattered banner of 
our heavenly King — still proclaim that all is well, 
as those that hear the " deeper voice beyond the 
storm.'' And so I am not ashamed to sound the 
same note at this festival of Christmas, and to 
keep before a world darkened with malice and 
stained with bloodshed the immortal refrain of the 
Christmas Bells. 

I heard the bells on Christmas-day 
Their old familiar carols play, 

And wild and sweet 

The words repeat 
Of peace on earth, good will to men ! 

And thought how, as the day had come. 
The belfries of all Christendom 

Had rolled along 

The unbroken song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men ! 

Till, ringing, singing on its way, 

The world revolved from night to-day, 

A voice, a chime, 

A chant sublime, 
Of peace on earth, good will to men ! 
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Then from each black, accursed mouth 
The canon thundered, in the South, 

And with the sound 

The carols drowned 
Of peace on earth, good will to men ! 

It was as if an earthquake rent 
The hearthstones of a continent, 

And made forlorn 

The households bom 
Of peace on earth, good will to men I 

And in despair I bowed my head : 
" There is no peace on earth,*' I said ; 

" For hate is strong, 

And mocks the song 
Of peace on earth, good will to men ! ^ 

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep : 
" God is not dead, nor doth He sleep ! 

The wrong shall fail. 

The right prevail, 
With peace on earth, good will to men ! 

This IS the Resurgam of hope ; I leave it with 
you to-night. In it Longfellow conducts us to 
the very threshold of the New Year, with the vigour 
of inexhaustible life. 

Take home to your hearts the warmth of his 
sweet natural religion; take home the peaceful and 
quiet contemplation of death and the grave, and 
the bright glimpses of the shining fields beyond ; 
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take home his manly courage, his earnest endeavour 
after all that is noble, and sweet, and upward ; take 
home his unstained aspirations, his sense and belief 
in the triumph of good. He sends you forth into 
the New Year, but he bids you tread its threshold 
with a firm and light step ; before you lies an 
unknown^ untravelled world. 

Into what land of harvests, what plantations, 
Bright with Autumnal foliage and the glow 

Of sunsets burning low ; 
Beneath what midnight skies, whose constellations 
Light up the spacious avenues between 

This world and the unseen ; — 

Amid what friendly greetings and caresses, 
What households, though not alien, yet not mine. 

What bowers of rest divine ; 
To what temptations in lone wildernesses, 
What famine of the heart, what pain and loss. 

The bearing of what cross, — 

- I do not know \ nor will I vainly question 
Those pages of the mystic book which hold 

The story still untold ; 
But without rash conjecture or suggestion. 
Turn its last leaves, in reverence and good heed, 

Until "The End "I read. 
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ST. SIMEON STYLITES AND ST. AGNES. 

SPECIAL introduction to Tennyson 
might be desirable, but I can only, in 
the time and space at my disposal, 
attempt to place him generally before you, and 
point to some of the influences which formed him, 
and upon which he has reacted. 

Tennyson 4s emphatically the man of his age ; 
he is intimately connected, in their wider aspects, 
with the political, social, and intellectual, as well 
as the poetical and spiritual, movements of the 
nineteenth century. 

Bom in 1809, he came into public notice be- 
tween 1830-40, and soon embodied in poetic 
literature tjie romantic movement then at its 
zenith on the continent. But the literary and 
artistic movement, at home and abroad was only 
a part of a general upheaval, in politics and 
religion. 

D 2 
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In 1 830 the revolution broke out in Paris, and 
was followed in England by a long and successful 
agitation for Reform. Whilst in literature the 
forces set loose by the severe continental agita- 
tion took splendid and spontaneous shape in the 
wide embracing and inexhaustible excursions of 
Scott into untrodden realms of poetry, history, and 
romance ; Coleridge gave expression to the mystic 
side of an intense and earnest religious philosophy; 
Southey added clearness and common sense to 
every subject he touched; Byron uttered the 
fierce revolt of his age against social fetters, 
hypocrisy, and shams — not always wisely, but too 
well ; Shelley seized the finer elements of the deep 
spiritual reaction against dogmatic theology, and 
bade the world bathe once more in the Arethusan 
fountain of wild unsullied nature; Wordsworth, 
mellow with years and wisdom, standing a little 
apart from the strife of tongues, was yet deeply 
affected by the new social and political ideas, 
but sought the calm they could not give in 
quiet contemplation; and with an eye turned 
now upon the fair sky, and sea, and earth, 
and now inwardly upon the panorama of the 
soul, uttered thoughts so high, and sweet, and 
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gende, that his own age could hardly hear them 
aright^ until the lips of stormier bards had grown 
silent. 

Tennyson was Wordsworth's successor in the 
Laureateship. He received that poet wreath, as 
he himself says, " greener from the brows of him 
(Wordsworth) that uttered nothing base ;" and 
he himself has nobly followed in that shining 
track. 

Before I proceed to mark the characteristic 
qualities of Tennyson — before I dwell on his 
depth and power of thought, his keen and 
wide range of sympathy, or point out the great 
spirituality and religiousness of his mind, I note 
in him the primal qualities common to all 
true poets. Let us define Poetry. '* Poetry," 
says John Stuart Mill, ''is the expression of 
thought coloured by emotion or feeling, expressed 
in metrical language, and overheard.*' When 
first I read the definition I thought it cumber- 
some and too long ; but the more I pondered it, 
the more complete and adequate did it appear 
to be. Read it through once more: ** Poetry is 
thought coloured by emotion or feeling, expressed 



. I 
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in metrical language, and overheard." Notice the 
significance of ** overheard." The poet is not like 
an orator, he does not appeal directly to his 
audience ; he is not a mere rhetorician — otherwise 
poetry might be merely thought coloured by emo- 
tion or feeling. That is oratory. It is combined, 
after a manner in art, often with a certain rhythmic 
flow and cadence, though without metre. And all 
high and impassioned, or even angry utterance, 
runs naturally into a sort of rhythm, which is not 
necessarily poetry ; oratory may be poetical, with- 
out being poetry. But the poet, though he does 
not address you directly, allows you to listen to 
what he has to say ; standing apart, he still takes 
you sympathetically into his confidence, therefore 
he is by you '^ overheard^ 

I. Active and Passive Sensibility. — 
Now to proceed; what is the first indispensable 
quality for a poet ? It is sensibility ; that ex- 
quisite response to the external world, coupled with 
a certain intense perception of the interior life. 
Poetic sensibility is both active and passive. 
When the poet's mind is intensely and actively 
possessed, he is able to impress all things with his 
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mood — he imposes his own emotional atmosphere 
on his surroundings. 

" He sees himself in all he sees." 
That is the active part of sensibility. 

Then there is the passive side. The poet stands 
with open heart and mind, ready to receive and 
register impressions. He is the great High Priest 
of nature. He is here to interpret her mandates, to 
overhear her secret whispers long before he him- 
self is overheard of men. His heart beats in 
time with the universe ; he is one with all nature 
in praise, and in sympathy with all human beings 
in sorrow and joy. His mind is like that sensitive 
plate, which, steeped in chemicals, retains every 
gradation of light and shade ; nay, more than 
this, for the poet reflects the changing hues of 
emotion as well, and chronicles its vigour and 
varying temperatures ; he is like the -^olian lyre, 
responsive and melodious to the faintest breath of 
wind. He falls into a trance, having his eyes 
open, and sees the kingdoms of heaven and earth, 
and the glory of them. 

There are many illustrious examples of pure 
writers among us at the present time possessing 
this high active and passive sensitiveness. They 
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are poetic although they do not write poetry. 
John Ruskin is a great poet, and some of the 
finest of modem poetical utterances are to be 
found in his writings. I know nothing more 
magnificent, for instance, than the description of 
the Old Fighting Temeraire being towed to her 
last resting-place — a description in which the ex- 
ternal object first impresses the passive mind, and 
the mind in its turn is roused into an atmospheric 
excitement, which at last completely reacts upon, 
and impresses with its own stamp, the pathetic 
symbol of French defeat and English victory. 

Tennyson has in a high degree this active 
poetic sensibility, this power of impressing his 
mood upon outward nature. Hear the lone 
CEnone as she watches her beloved pine forests 
on the dewy slopes of Ida. The scene is sad- 
dened with her own sad soul ; every object is 
coloured by the grief and passion of her irreparable 
loss, as she marks the tall pines — 

" From beneath 
Whose thick mysterious boughs, in the dark mom, 
The panther's roar came muffled, while I sat 
Low in the valley. Never, never more 
Shall lone CEnone see the morning mist 
Sweep through them ; never see them overlaid 
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With narrow moon-lit slips of silver cloud, 
Betv^een the loud stream and the trembling stars.** 

It is to her over-excited nervous system that 
the music of the leaping cataract roars so hoarsely 
— a loud stream ; it is through her tears that, as 
she looks up, the pitiless cold fires become '* trem- 
bling stars ; '' it is the self -impressing power of 
excited sensibility. The poets teem with examples. 
How has night been variously coloured by their 
imperious moods ! In the happy spirit of Long- 
fellow's verse, " The night shall be filled with 
music.'' But to one suffering from an immense 

loss — 

" All night the darkness seemed to flow 
Beside roe, in my utter woa" 

Or to one smarting under a self-inflicted heart 

wound, inflicted in youth — 

" Drug thy memories lest thou learn it, 
Lest thy heart be put to proof, 
In the dead unhappy night, and when the rain is on the roof.** 

II. The Power of Expression. — The 
second poetic quality is the power of expression ; 
the poet invents those golden sentences which in 
a few words sum a volume of thought, a lifetime 
of feeling. 
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His thought takes form in admirably selected 
periods,, which exactly reproduce, without peri- 
phrasis or explanation, the thought or impulse that 
stirs him ; and often an exquisite image or subtly 
chosen adjective comes to his aid, than which 
nothing fitter can be imagined. How lovely are the 
fast-fixed things of childish memory, that outlast 
the shocks of time and all the troubled days of 
middle life ! 

" Those priceless flowers, which in the rudest wind 
Never grow sere, when rooted in the garden of the mind." 

How noble and dignified are the deliverances of 
memory to one who recalls, not only in his own 
life, but in the life of the world, the scenes and 
events of the past, until like strains of weird melody 
come back to us the voices of the dead, the legend 
of the ages, 

" And thou listenest the lordly music 
Flowing from the illimitable years ! " 

HI. WORD-PAINTING. — The third indispen- 
sable quality is word-painting, or the power of 
producing to the mind's eye a whole picture, 
with a few touches. The goddesses in the vale of 
Ida— 

"And at their feet the crocus brake like fire." 
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No colour art could raise a more dazzling glimpse. 

Or here, in a river winding to its source amongst 

the distant hills, we have a study in words, which 

reminds us of a David Cox, or a Copley Fielding, 

as the poet stands 

" To watch the long bright river, drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hills." 

Or here is a vignette of bells : — 

" As one who from a casement leans his head 
When midnight bells cease ringing suddenly, 
And the old year is dead ! " 

Or here is a study in white and sepia, or grey 
and silver : — 

" A still salt pool, locked in with bars of sand, 
Xipon the shore, that hears all night 
The plunging seas draw backward from the land 
Their moon-lit waters white." 

IV. — No true poet is without a fourth, and allied 
quality, which Richard Hutton has called the phy- 
sical atmosphere of words. It is the semi-musical 
use of words, exciting an emotion, almost indepen- 
dently of their sense or logical construction — 2, 
something which gives a feeling of the place 
through the sound ; as when Sir Bedivere, loth to 
hurl the good sword ExcaUbur into the mere, 
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returns to the dying King Arthur, and makes 

answer, — 

" I heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag," 

we are at once on the brink of the broad lake in 
the moonlight. Or in that ambrosial passage, — 

" O, art thou sighing for Lebanon, 
Dark cedar, in the long breeze which streams 
From thy delicious East ? " 

" Sighing for Lebanon ! '' the very feeling of Eden 
comes upon us. Or who cannot feel the sea coast 
and the sea at night in olden time in 

" Only the rounded moon 
Through the tall oriel on the rolling sea"? 

Or some long avenue of odorous limes, like the 
Trinity Avenue at the Cambridge "backs" in 
spring, in 

'* The moan of doves in immemorial elms, 
And murmuring of innumerable bees." 

This power of swaying words to the rhythm 
of poetic sensibility is one of Tennyson's finest 
enchantments. Thus, sensibility active and pas- 
sive, expression, word-painting, and the physical 
atmosphere of words, combined with artistic finish, 
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are the primal qualities indispensable to all poets ; 
and Tennyson has them in the highest degree. 

V. Tennyson's Characteristics. — But 
others have had the word-power, the sensibi- 
lity, the artistic finish. I pass to notice that ex- 
ceptional combination which constitutes Tenny- 
son's special strength. If I were asked what are 
Tennyson's chief characteristics, I should reply, 

I St. His depth and sobriety of thought. 

2nd. His wide sympathies. 

3rd. His moral and religious instincts. 

First characteristic — Depth and Sobriety cf 
Thought. We have had brilliant poets unable to 
think, and powerful thinkers unable to express 
their thoughts and feelings poetically ; we have had 
passionate thinkers fully endowed with expression, 
but wanting in judgment, proportion, and sobriety. 
Tennyson is distinguished by depth of thought 
and sobriety of judgment. How dignified is his 
address to Queen Victoria, on receiving from her 
the Laureate's crown ! What a contrast to the 
sort of poor adulation, often lavished upon the 
reigning sovereign I how full of just perception, how 
delicately true 1 
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** Her court was pure, her life serene ; 
God gave her peace, her land reposed. 
A thousand claims to reverence closed, 
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen, 

And statesmen at her council met, 
Who knew the seasons when to take 
Occasion by the hand, and make 

The bounds of freedom wider yet, 

By shaping some august decree, 
Which kept her throne unshaken still, 
Broad-based upon her people's will. 

And compassed by th' inviolate sea." 

Or when, at a very critical time in our country's 
history, he touches on freedom — instead of flaming 
out into anything like revolution, he uses language 
which, after the lapse of years, although written at 
a moment of great public excitement, can still be 
read with approval — he seizes the heart of poli- 
tical freedom, which is universally sound, and 
treats it apart from its accidental surroundings. 
The prophet or poet sees in everything the un- 
transitory element, the residuum of human and 
universal interest, therefore he writes what is true 
for the ages, '' speaks to time and eternity." 

** You ask me why, though ill at ease, 
Within this region I subsist, 
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Whose spirits falter in the mist, 
And languish for the purple seas ? 

It is the land that freemen till, 
That sober-suited Freedom chose— 
The land where, girt with friends or foes, 

A man may speak the thing he will 

A land of settled government, 
A land of just and old renown. 
Where freedom broadens slowly down 

From precedent to precedent 

Where faction seldom gathers head ; 
But, by degrees to fulness wrought. 
The strength of some diffusive thought 

Hath time and space to work and spread." 

Hear him now on the critical subject of war, a 
topic which seems to rouse the hot blood of 
Englishmen whenever it is mentioned in connexion 
with impending or actual struggle. How sober and 
impressive are his views ! 

" If New and Old disastrous feud 
Must ever shock, like armfed foes, — 
And this be true till time shall close, 
That principles are rained in blood, — 

Not yet the wise of heart would cease 
To hold his hope through shame and guilt; 
But, with his hand against the hilt. 
Would pace the troubled land, like Peace. 
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Not less though dogs of faction bay, 
Would serve his kind in deed and word, — 
Certain if knowledge bring the sword, 
That knowledge takes the sword away ; 

Would love the gleams of good that broke 
From either side, nor veil his eyes ; 
And if some dreadful need should rise, 
Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke." 

Here everything is reasoned, sober, balanced. 
But he more delights to pass on to the prophetic 
vision, in which he sees war disappearing finally. 
Our poet, like all good men and all good women, is 
at the bottom an optimist. He won't believe we 
are always going to be struggling and fighting ; 
he believes in the reign of peace, and goes on 
working and hoping for the cause, through evil 
report and good report; so that his vision 
endured — 

"Till the war-drum throbbed no longer, and the battle flags 

were furl'd. 
In the parliament of man, the federation of the world. 
There the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in 

awe, 
And the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law.*' 

Nor is he less wise and hopeful when facing the 
great social questions of the time, which he calls 
the ** fair new forms that float about the threshold 



Tennyson. 49 

of an age.'* How sound and sweet are his words 
on that great question of the redistribution of pro- 
perty. Some people seem to get all, and others 
nothing. How much envy is there of the great 
hereditary landowners, who are buying up every- 
thing, and treating people as serfs, or ejecting 
them at will, clearing a wide country, as we have 
cleared Scotland, in order to make it a happy 
hunting-ground for the rich — natural rights 
ignored, and a state of things created which is 
now making it difficult for small farmers to live. 
In view of which Tennyson looks forward to a 
time when, 

" Wealth will no more rest on mounded heaps, 
But, smit with freer light, shall slowly melt, 
In many streams, to fatten lower lands, 
And light shall spread, and man be hker man, 
Through all the seasons of the golden year," 

I note one more phase of his sobriety of feeling ; 
it is where he touches on sorrow, I am specially 
glad, when speaking of Tennyson's moderation, to 
point out to you the delicate manner in which he 
handles sorrow and grief in another's case, 
just as we shall see by-and-by how forcibly he 
handles his own sorrow and grief ; for Tennyson 

E 



50 Poets in the Pulpit, 

has been accused of sentimentality, and of whin- 
ing and weeping in a sort of maudlin way, instead 
of bearing his troubles like a man ; and of not 
really comforting other people, because he him- 
self is apt to fall into such a weak mood when he 
contemplates their sorrows or his own. To this 
oft-repeated charge^ which has been chiefly 
brought against the "In Memoriam" as destructive 
of its wholesome tendency, the lines **to J. S." 
(John Sterling, I believe, the friend of Carlyle) 
are a fit reply. They contain all that a sym- 
pathizing friend could say, without intruding too 
far into the sorrow of others or losing heart in 
one's own : — 

" Tis strange that those we lean on most, 

Those in whose laps our limbs are nursed, 
Fall into shadow, soonest lost : 
Those we love first are taken first 

God gives us love. Something to love 
He lends us ; but, when love is grown 

To ripeness, that on which it throve 
Falls ofif, and love is left alone. 
* * # « 

I knew your brother ; his mute dust 

I honour, and his living worth : 
A man more pure, and bold, and just, 

Was never bom into the earth. 
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I have not looked upon you nigh 

Since that dear soul hath falFn asleep. 
Great Nature is more wise than I, 

I will not tell you not to weep. 

• * * * * 

Let grief be her own mistress still ; 

She loveth her own anguish deep, 
More than much pleasure. Let her will 

Be done — to weep or not to weep. 

I will not say, ' God's ordinance 

Of death is blown in every wind ;" 
For that is not a common chance, 

That takes away a noble mind. 

His memory long will live alone 

In all our hearts, as mournful light 
That broods above the fallen sun, 

And dwells in heaven half the night." 

Second characteristic — Tennyson's wide sym- 
pathy. We come now to the almost inexhaustible 
question of Tennyson's variety of subject. Here^ if 
you will glance at the immense scope of his works, 
written on different questions, you will start with 
amazement at the comprehensiveness — at the 
versatility, of the man who could write " Maud," 
after treating the philosophic and scientific, as 
well as the religious and psychological problems, 
in the " In Memoriam ; " then sound to their 

E 2 
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depth the peculiarities of the bucolic mind, in the 
*' Northern Farmer ; " scan the great Woman's 
Rights question, in the poem of ''The Princess ;" 
and analyse psychologically the state into which 
the human mind falls in extreme old age, in 
''The Grandmother ; '^ and prove the prince of 
storytellers in the " Idylls of the King '* — and how 
rare is the storytelling faculty, in prose or poetry, 
the reading public know to their cost ; but the 
Idylls are more than interesting tales well told, 
for, couched in the frame-work of the past, those 
old tales of the Round Table positively teem with 
the thoughts and feelings of our modem times ; 
they repeat our own life dramas, until all the 
people there seem drawn out of the past and 
brought very near to us, by the intimate way in 
which we find them animated like ourselves, with 
the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations — and 
lastly, a man who in later life can pass easily to 
the creation of dramas, such as " Queen Mary," 
and " Harold,'' and " A'Beckett," and, after a 
comparatively brief study, seize those historical 
scenes and persons with a vigour of grip which 
might well make the despair of a Macaulay, a 
Froude, or a John Richard Green ; — such a poet is 
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indeed highly characteristic, and intensely repre- 
sentative, of the nineteenth century. 

Third characteristic — Tennyson's Moral and 
Religious Instincts. In dealing now with Tenny- 
son's religious sensibility, I come first to Tenny- 
son's imaginative hold over past religious phases of 
Christian thought and feeling, and I dwell upon his 
deeply spiritual view of those two eternally recurrent 
phenomena of human intellect and passion in 
religion, the asceticism of Stylites, the ecstasy of 
St. Agnes — the Christianity of the Wilderness 
and of the Convent. 

The sympathetic exercise of the imagination 
which enables a man to live and move in alien 
atmospheres — to realize other men's notions of 
life, to see things through their eyes — is the 
power which will alone enable us to take a wide 
interest in the condition of others, or to do justice 
to their religious, political, and social views when 
differing from our own. 

It is just for want of seeing how people come to 
think and feel thus and thus, that sectarians in 
Church and State bite and devour one another. 
No one can understand his neighbour's creed 
without a certain exercise of imagination ; and had 
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we a little more of this faculty we should be able 
to live more calmly with Roman Catholics, dissent- 
ers, and other people who hold diverse opinions. 
And the moral lesson of a great imaginative effort 
like the poem of St. Simeon Stylites is — put your- 
self in his mental atmosphere, live in his age. 

VI. The Christianity of the Wilderness 
— St. Simeon Stylites. If there is one thing more 
puzzling than another to the mind of an ordinary 
Englishman, it is the asceticism which prevailed in 
tlie primitive church. We ask, why did these men 
leave their comfort and their city life, to wander 
about in the wilderness in hunger and thirst and 
nakedness, living in dens and caves, and inflicting 
ceaseless self-torment ? They went out from the 
great cities, such as Alexandria, or Rome, and 
mortified their bodies with fasting and prayer, until 
they became Saints^ and people flocked from all 
quarters to see them, and finally worshipped them 
as half divine ; and all this was at its height in the 
fourth and fifth centuries, and it is no little puzzle 
to some of us. The poem of which I am about to 
read a portion is that of St. Simeon Stylites, the 
prince of ascetics, who, because he could not 
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sufficiently mortify his body by hunger and wander- 
ing, got on to the top of a pillar and lived there. 
There he stopped, and would come down only to 
mount a higher pillar, where he remained three 
years. The people crowded out to see him and 
bring him food; and thus he remained, exposed to 
all the inclemencies of the weather, preaching to the 
crowds, falling sometimes into long trances, until 
his fame spread as the greatest worker of miracles 
and the greatest saint in Christendom ! One day 
he seemed to have been still for a longer time 
than usual. He was in the habit of bowing his 
head down to his knees, and he had not bowed him- 
self for a long time. A devotee once counted that 
he bowed himself 1250 times, and then he left 
off counting. But when he had been now long 
motionless they climbed up to see what was the 
matter with him, and found he had been dead 
for some time ! 

Now, without realizing by the imagination, that 
age and atmosphere, it is impossible for us to 
understand how such conduct could commend 
itself to the multitude; or why they reckoned the 
ascetic a saint. But were you a poet, like Tenny- 
son, you would seize the truth enshrined. Look 
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at what Alexandria, Antioch, and the whole East 
was at that time. It was an age of gigantic 
crime, luxury, lawlessness, and selfishness ; an 
age too of prodigies, superstitions, and portents ; 
and if a man wanted to go right, he had to turn 
his back on the cities, and fly to the deserts. It 
was an age in which a man could hardly believe 
in the mastery of the soul over the body ; and he 
who did believe^ was constrained to sum up his 
belief in some immense symbol — nay, to become 
himself that symbol, as did Simeon upon his 
pillar. That spectacle meant — there is some- 
thing in man that is greater than his body, that 
can master and even extinguish all its natural 
hunger and appetite — this body, which is always 
getting in the way of soul-progress ! As the 
saint looked around, he saw men swept away by 
their bodily lusts, and ruled by all things which are 
transitory and ephemeral; and if, in the old days of 
Alexandria and Rome you would be a saint, surely 
you must get away from all that external world — 
mortify yourself, and treat every motion of the 
flesh as if it were a temptation of the devil ! 
Thus you would at last have brought yourself into 
a state in which you were all spirit, and seemed 
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lifted into a kind of supersensuous atmosphere 
above the world. That was, in exaggerated 
terms, in the language of a tremendous reaction, 
the simple announcement of the spiritual part of 
man's nature, the solitary supremacy of the soul ! 
And it is as true now as then. Yes, there is 
something in man which is able to triumph over 
the body, which is able to keep in subordination 
the empire of the flesh ; something which makes 
a man strong to put aside the blandishments of 
present delight, to come boldly to the Calvary of 
pain and grief, and lay down his life there with 
Christ. Unless you have got some of this power 
you are not fit for much in time or in eternity ; 
unless you can subdue your appetites to noble 
ends, and walk straight on in the path of duty, cost 
what it may, and do this through the years, you 
are not worthy to be His disciple whom St. Simeon 
Stylites stood and witnessed for in the wilder- 
ness ! 

Before approaching that pillar of agony and 
ecstasy you must understand that far back age. 
The unscrupulous bishops ; the massacres of the 
monks by the people, of the people by the monks ; 
the games of the bloody arena ; the v iolence and 
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licentiousness of the emperors ; the public atheism 
and demoralization ; the universal corruption. 
Then, in the spirit of St. Simeon Stylites, turn 
your back on that evil and perverse generation, 
deaf alike to entreaty and menace, and fly for 
your life to the wilderness, and show that there 
is still some power in man which can afford to de- 
spise all the ambitions, pleasures, and degrading 
follies of the flesh. Let me read to you some of 
that strange rhapsody in which the man*s mind 
sometimes seems to give way; and it is quite 
evident that at certain points he is wandering, at 
other times he sinks into simple weakness and 
despondency ; then he sees visions, and is lifted 
into ecstasy. But all through he holds on con- 
sistently to the great moral and spiritual truth 
which is at the bottom of his good confession ; and 
just at the hour of his death you will see how he re- 
turns to perfect clearness and calmness, and holds 
up on high, above all the confusion and turmoil, 
the spiritual truth which has been proclaimed and 
set forth amidst the hallucinations of the mystic. 

" Although I be the basest of mankind, 
From scalp to sole one slough and crust of sin, 
U nfit for earth, unfit for heaven, scarce meet 
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For troops of devils mad with blasphemy, 

I will not cease to grasp the hope I hold 

Of saintdom, and to clamour, moum, and sob, 

Battering the gates of heaven with storms of prayer, — 

Have mercy, Lord, and take away my sin." 

Then he begins to recount all his sufferings, 
and at last, in order to be more alone with God, 

"Three years I lived upon a pillar, high 
Six cubits, and three years on one of twelve ; 
And twice three years I crouched on one that rose 
Twenty by measure ; last of all I grew 
Twice ten long weary weary years to this, 
That numbers forty cubits from the soil." 

And now comes on his soul the ever-recurrent 
agony for the sinfulness of his nature. Every 
pain of his chafing body, and every resistance to 
the torture which he is undergoing, seems to him 
to be but another sign of the wretched depravity 
of his flesh; and after giving way to a fit of 
contrition for what he calls his *' miserable sins,*' 
he addresses the crowd at his feet. After a long 
and bitter burst of emotion the mood of self- 
reproach is exhausted, and he turns to the people 
in a soberer strain, which soon yields to the semi- 
prophetic elation of the miracle worker. 
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" Good people, you do ill to kneel to me. 
What is it I can have done to merit this ? 
I am a sinner viler than you all. 
It may be I have wrought some miracles, 
And cured some halt and maim'd ; but what of that ? 
It may be no one, even among the saints, 
May match his pains with mine ; but what of that? 
Yet do not rise ; for you may look on me, 
And in your looking you may kneel to God. 
Speak ! is there any of you halt or maim'd ? 
I think you know I have some power with heaven. 
From my long penance ; let him speak his wish. 
Yes, I can heal him. Power goes forth from me. 
They say that they are heal'd. Ah, hark ! they shout 
*St. Simeon Stylites.'" 

Then he begins to recount his own method 
of dealing with sin to the people. 
" O my sons, my sons, 
I, Simeon of the pillar, by surname 
Stylites among men ; I, Simeon, 
The watcher on the column till the end ; 
I, Simeon, whose brain the sunshine bakes ; 
I, whose bald brows in silent hours become 
Unnaturally hoar with rime, do now, 
From my high nest of penance here, proclaim 
That Pontius and Iscariot by my side 
Showed like fair seraphs. On the coals I lay, 
A vessel full of sin ; all hell beneath 
Made me boil over. Devils pluck'd my sleeve 
Abaddon and Asmodeus caught at me j 
I smote them with the cross. 
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Mortify 
Your flesh, like me, with scourges and with thorns ; 
Smite, shrink not, spare not It may be, fast 
Whole Lents, and pray. I hardly, with slow steps— 
With slow, faint steps, and much exceeding pain, 
Have scrambled past those pits of fire that still 
Sing in mine ears. But yield not me the praise. 
God only through His bounty hath thought fit. 
Among the powers and princes of this world. 
To make me an example to mankind, 
Which few can reach to. Yet I do not say 
But that a time may come — yea, even now, 
Now, now, his footsteps smite the threshold stairs 
Of life — I say, that time is at the doors 
When you may worship me without reproach ; 
For I will leave my relics in your land, 
And you may carve a shrine about my dust, 
And bum a fragrant lamp before my bones. 
When I am gathered to the glorious saints." 

Then, after another crisis of feeling, approach- 
ing at the end to ecstasy, he goes on — 

"Speak, if there be a priest, a man of God, 
Among you there, and let him presently 
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft, 
And, climbing up into my airy home, 
Deliver me the blessed sacrament ; 
For by the warning of the Holy Ghost 
I prophecy that I shall die to-night, 
A quarter before twelve. 
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But Thou, O Lord, 
Aid all this foolish people ; let them take 
Example, pattern ; lead them to Thy light" 

His death is quite calm, quite collected. Note 
how with his latest breath returns the greatest, 
sanest expression of the spiritual life to which he 
bears witness. 

VII. The Christianity of the Convent 
— St. Agnes. I pass, in conclusion, to the best 
and purest type of conventual asceticism, in the 
gentle piety of St. Agnes. 

Once more we find reflected in this clear image 
eternally recurrent states of the soul. We too 
meditate like St. Agnes ; our meditation rises into 
prayer, our prayer again rises into an atmosphere 
which cannot be described ; in it we seem like 
St. Paul to be lifted into heaven, hearing words 
which it is not lawful or possible to utter — those 
blessed moments which Robertson calls the very 
'* bridal hours of the soul,'' when we get strength 
and refreshment to return to the world, to go on 
with the daily drudgeries of life. How quiet is 
her image, how pure her soul, as she stands 
looking out dreamily on to the fair expanse of 
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moonlit snow. Note how her calm thoughts flow 
naturally into prayer, which in its turn broadens 
into fuller life, as she rises at last out of meditation 
ajid prayer, and is lifted up into the imaginative 
ecstasy of the rushing and glowing close. The 
whole poem is a most beautiful example of the 
convent piety of the Middle Ages ; and although 
it may to some extent be out of the range of our 
modem taste, yet it has the elements of tmth in 
it, and is genuinely and everlastingly illustrative 
of the elements of human character and the ex- 
periences of the spiritual life : — 

** Deep on the convent roof the snows 

Are sparkling to the moon : 
My breath to heaven like vapour goes : 

May my soul follow soon ! 
The shadows of the convent towers 

Slant down the snowy sward, 
Still creeping with the creeping hours 

That lead me to my Lord : 
Make Thou my spirit pure and clear 

As are the frosty skies, 
Or this first snowdrop of the year 

That in my bosom lies." 

The second verse also begins in meditation and 
ends in prayer, but the last verse rises out of 
prayer into ecstasy. 
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'* He lifts me to the golden doors ; 

The flashes come and go; 
All heaven bursts her starry floors, 

And strows her lights below, 
And deepens on and up ! The gates 

Roll back, and far within 
For me the Heavenly Bridegroom waits. 

To make me pure of sia 
The sabbaths of Eternity, 

One sabbath deep and wide — 
A light upon the shining sea — 

The Bridegroom with His bride." 




III. 
t!!:ennp0on« 

THE VISION OF SIN, AND THE PALACE OF ART. 
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THE VISION OF SIN, AND THE PALACE OF ART. 

DEVELOP further to-night Tennyson's 
third characteristic, Moral and Religious 
Sensibility. Teaching by allegory has 
ever been a favourite practice with prophet and 
poet; but before I select the two great Tenny- 
sonian allegories of the *^ Vision of Sin/' and the 
'' Palace of Art/' I must call your attention to 
that conception or theory of human nature on 
which they are based. 

We are held to be tripartite — body, mind, and 
spirit. Man is not a mere animal or body ; not a 
mere calculating machine, or intellect ; not a mere 
spirit, independent of either. He is tripartite unity. 

We have just seen, in St. Simeon Stylites, and 
St. Agnes, the attempt of ascetic and conventual 
Christianity to isolate the spirit, to crush the body 
and ignore the mind ; we now come with the 
*' Vision of Sin " upon man's attempt to live 
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merely as a thing of body, ignoring both intellect 
and soul. Of course such presentations of life 
are ideal ; no one can utterly and consistently 
ignore all but one side ; we are too cunningly made 
for that ; still there is the tendency, and here in 
this tremendous allegory of the '^ Vision of Sin/' 
the poet embodies that tendency, showing the 
sensual youth, the degraded old age, and while 
pointing to the terrible Nemesis manifest to all, 
reverently suspending the sentence upon each. 
All through we cannot forget that man is a being 
of common sense and common reason ; yet we have 
before us the future of a man who throws aside 
all this, and delights only in what he can touch, 
and taste, and see. Gratification of the senses, 
and the luxurious moment — the nerve dissolving 
melody, followed by ^^the cold heavy hueless 
vapour'' of reaction — the apathy, dissipation, and 
wreck of the whole man ; all this is made to pass 
before us in a series of vivid and poetical cartoons ; 
immense human pleasure^ and passion, and suffer- 
ing — and brooding over all the sad Nemesis of the 
senses. And as I look around me I see the giddy 
way in which the men and women — not only of 
this age, but of every age — hurry on and on after 
pleasure, without thinking of the consequences ; 
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seizing one butterfly after another ; never asking 
of the appetites what they were really meant for, 
how they should be used, what may be their right 
proportion in the general economy of human life, 
or what the duty of providing pleasure for others ; 
but dead, wrapt up in self — the lowest self; eat, 
drink^ smoke, sleep — until the blood thickens, 
and the nerves rot with indulgence in every kind 
of licentious living. Is this one side of our age? 
Mark how men drain every cup of pleasure, until 
sensibility wears out ; and then health wears out ; 
and then ability to feel wears out. Give me the 
poet or teacher who will put a true picture of this 
before men; and he shall do the age golden 
service. Well, what if this '' Vision of Sin " be 
an ideal picture, isolating one side of man ! let us 
admit that man is never wholly like what one side 
of himself may become. What if, because you are 
spiritually constituted, you will be ever haunted with 
the overtones of the soul — still let the allegory of 
Sin pass before you as an embodied tendency. 

I. The Vision of Sin. — There rises before us 
the image of a man, glowing with health and youth, 
eager for all that these alone can bestow, riding a 
winged horse, the horse being his own soul ; but he 
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weighs down that Pegasus with the dull leaden 
weight of his own sensual personality. The soul 
within him frets and chafes — struggling, impatient, 
. restless — ^yet plods on, but with slow and flagging 
paces. Such an one is put before us, approaching 
the palace gates of Pleasure. Then follow the revels 
— and then comes an awful pause of meditation — 
and then the lapse of time ; and when the curtain 
is raised again we see the same figure — yet not the 
same, for it is one over whom the tide of years has 
rolled, over whom the wearing storm of passion 
has swept, and left its victim to a miserable, 
drivelling, degraded, incapable old age. And so 
these two pictures are put before you, and the 
solemn verdict is reverently suspended ; and the 
highest flight of the poet and teacher is reached 
in this reverent suspension of judgment. 

The poem opens : — 

" I had a vision when the night was late : 
A youth came riding toward a palace-gate ; 
He rode a horse with wings, that would have flown, 
But that his heavy rider kept him down." 

Let us throw a veil over the wild revel in the 
halls of sensual delight. The poet is suddenly 
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rapt away in contemplation: the maddening giddy 
dance, the delirious groups, are shut out ; and 
we seem to move aside, and look upon the eternal 
outcome of all these things : we see the conse- 
quences inexorably working out ; we see the great 
moral tides as they ebb and flow through the ages. 
The poet stands in the midst of a solemn landscape, 
and, absorbed in the contemplation of eternal 
principles, he marks the great tide, as of record- 
ing fate, like a thick hueless vapour, floating on 
and on towards him, from the still heights : 

" And then I look'd up toward a mountain tract, 
That girt the region with high cliff and lawn : 
I saw that every morning, far withdrawn 
Beyond the darkness and the cataract, 
God made Himself an awful rose of dawn, 
Unheeded : and detaching, fold by fold, 
From those still heights, and slowly drawing near, 
A vapour — heavy, hueless, formless, cold — 
Came floating on, for many a month and year, 
Unheeded : and I thought I would have spoken, 
And wam'd that madman ere it grew too late : 
But as in dreams, I could not. Mine was broken. 
When that cold vapour touch'd the palace-gate, 
And link'd again — " 

When the prophetic vision is resumed, the same 
figure, and yet not the same, is before us : 
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" I saw, within my head, 
A gray and gap-tooth*d man, as lean as Death, 
Who slowly rode across a withered heath, 
And 'lighted at a ruin'd inn." 

Note the careful contrast : instead of the young 
man, a *^ gray and gap-tooth'd man ;" instead of 
one in the bloom of youth, a man ** as lean as 
Death;" instead of a noble courser with wings, 
he slowly rides a miserable worn-out hack ; and 
instead of arriving at a ^* palace gate,'' he came 
to a *' ruin'd inn,'' and said, — 

" Wrinkled ostler, grim and thin ! 
Here is custom come your way ; 
Take my brute, and lead him in ; 
Stuff his ribs with mouldy hay." 

Next we perceive his loss of belief — not only in 
friendship and human love, but in all the great 
social and political virtues ; all has gone down in 
the great charnel-house of ruined appetites, and 
the man has lost faith in everything worth living 
for. 

Then follow the ghastly pleasantry, and the 
free cynical rant of a worn-out sensualist, totter- 
ing, with gibe and semi-drunken maunder, on the 
brink of the grave. Having lost all self-respect, 
he mixes as an equal with the lowest tipplers ; hav- 
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ing lost all religion, he mocks at any chance phrase 
of theology that he can recollect ; sneers at friend- 
ship, love, virtue; denounces as delusive all 
social and political aspirations — freedom, reform, 
'tis all one — 

" Drink we last the public fool, 
Frantic love, and frantic hate." 

And even there as, he sits, his blood begins to 

chill ; his fancies grow more pale and ghastly ; the 

old skeleton hopes and fears, dead and horrid 

memories, come thronging like a troop of furies 

towards him : shall he greet them with awful 

tremblings, or wild delirium ? Drink ! drink to the 

end I 

" Trooping from their mouldy dens, 
The chapfallen circle spreads : 

Welcome ! fellow-citizens, 

Hollow hearts and empty heads I 

You are bones— and what of that ? " &c. 

But the last dull spark in his own old worn-out 
carcass is beginning to fade. A sort of feeble 
lethargy takes possession of brain and limb, 
against which he continues to fill the can, and 
struggle in vain ; and looking at his companion, he 
sees the same torpor creeping over him : 
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" Thou art mazed ! the night is long, 
And the longer night is near." 

And then, feeling the very chills of death begin- 
ning to come upon him, the wretched worn-out 
creature blurts forth, with a kind of vindictive 
scream of terror, and mad clinging to existence, 

" Dregs of life, and lees of man, 
Yet we will not die forlorn ! " 

As the voice grows faint the ghastly scene is 
rolled away like a scroll, and the poet finds him- 
self once more contemplating the eternal results 
of inexorable and Divine principles. The moral 
teaching is emphasized in the three oracular 

utterances : 

" Behold, it was a crime 
Of sense avenged by sense, that wore with time ! " 

" The crime of sense became 
The crime of malice, and is equal blame." 

" He had not wholly quench'd his power : 
A little grain of conscience made him sour. '* 

Then comes a wild cry, beating to the heights 
— the cry of fallen despairing humanity, when 
the veil falls off, and all is seen in the hideous and 
naked deformity and ruin of sin. 
" Is there any hope ? " 
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And with the truest deepest reverence the seer 
pauses to record — 

" An answer pealed from that high land, 
But in a tongue no man could understand. 
And on the glittering limit, far withdrawn, 
God made Himself an awful rose of dawn. 

So we must leave them — the frail , the tempted, the 
sinful ones alone — with their God. Still the Vision 
of Sin haunts us ! that awful spectacle of shattered 
sensibilities^ost, wasted capacities — Divine in- 
stincts smothered — all that makes life worth living 
trampled under foot ; and as we contemplate them 
closely — the awful Nemesis of lust, and the collapse 
of the whole spiritual fabric — might we not involun- 
tarily cry out, like Balaam, ** May I die the death 
of the righteous, and may my last end be like his ? '* 

II. The Palace of Art.— Here you have the 
isolation of another side of human nature. This 
time it is the intellectual side — that of the man who 
lives entirely for culture. You have seen what be- 
came of the merely sensual man ; now we are to 
contemplate the merely intellectual man. This sel- 
fish, solitary, isolation. of self-culture is a besetting 
tendency of the age, both in art and literature ; to 
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cultivate everything for selfish enjoyment; to ignore 
the rights, the feelings, the sympathies of others ; 
to forget that they have any claims upon us. The 
fair scenes of earth, the religions of the world, the 
wise and great, the seers of the age — all are to be 
pressed into the service of intellectual pleasure ; 
but the great lesson of human life— the training, 
through human sympathy, grief, helpfulness, and 
manly endeavour, for eternity — this is missed ; 
nothing is allowed to bring home its deeper teach- 
ing ; everything is used for pleasure — pleasure 
more than animal — intellectual, imaginative — but at 
best selfish, isolated ; and this course also leads to 
despair, disappointment, and misery. 

Practically no human being can do what is sup- 
posed to be done in the poem. It is again the ten- 
dency that is dealt with. Just as no man can live 
for his body alone until he becomes a mere driveller 
in delirium tremens^ so no man can live for his mind 
alone. In neither case can he wholly quench his 
power ; ^* a little grain of conscience makes him 
sour.'' 

You may go along this road, living in your 
Palace of Art a life of selfishness and self -isolation, 
and enjoying your own happiness, without thinking 
or caring for that of others. This course Tenny- 
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son sketches, its progress and its inevitable fate 
— a fate written upon the page of history itself, in 
characters of fire and blood. 

In Athens, sensuality and culture at their best — 
ended with the murder of Socrates ; at their worst — 
in Nero's reign, with the Christian massacres and the 
fire of Rome. In this nineteenth century the same 
state of feeling is approached by men who despise 
the people, who narrow their sympathies to a small 
and confined aesthetic circle, whether in music, 
art, or science. The habit of mind is the same in all 
men who live solely for their own pleasure, who 
shut out as far as they can everything else from 
life, and deem themselves the princes of intellect, 
the cultured elect of the earth. For whom indeed 
need they care but for their own sweet selves ? what 
else is worth caring about ? 

I warn you against this insidious tendency of 
our day to love and pamper self, to ignore and de- 
spise your fellow creatures en masse — the '* people 
that are cursed, and know nothing.*' It is a narrow, 
selfish, mean policy ; and upon it is pronounced a 
true verdict in this allegory of the ''Palace of 
Art." 

" I built my soul a lordly pleasure-house, 
Wherein at ease for aye to dwell 
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I said, * O soul, make merry and carouse, 
Dear soul, for all is well.' 

A huge crag-platform, smooth as bumish'd brass, 
1 Chose. The ranged ramparts bright 

From level meadow bases, of deep grass, 
Suddenly sealed the light. 

Thereon I built it firm. Of ledge or shelf 

The rock rose clear, or winding stair. 
My soul would live alone unto herself. 

In her high palace there. 

And * While the world runs round and roimd,' I said, 

* Reign thou apart, a quiet king, — 

StDl as, while Saturn whirls, his steadfast shade 
Sleeps on his luminous ring.' 

To which my soul made answer readily: 

* Trust me, in bliss I shall abide 

In this great mansion, that is built for me. 
So royal-rich and wide.' " 

So then a palace is built, with every conceivable 
beauty of architecture ; and inwardly it is equally 
adorned : 

" Full of great rooms and small the palace stood, 
All various, each a perfect whole 
From living Nature, fit for every mood 
And change of my still soul." 

But in all this the *' still soul " finds no spiritual 
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meaning. For it there is nothing beneath the 
surface of life. To the loving heart all this 
world's beauty and grace is filled with fair and 
heavenly images, fit to draw the heart nearer 
to man because nearer to God. Not so in the 
Palace of Art ; here man only looked at the things 
which were for himself, which promised immediate 
entertainment, and solace for his transient fancy. 

Ah ! there was one whom the cloudy summer 
morn reminded of those whose ''goodness was 
as a morning cloud, and as the early dew that 
vanished away" (Hos. vi. 4). Another, when he 
saw the sun unfailing in the regularity of his 
course, exclaimed, '* His compassions fail not ; 
they are new every morning" (Lam. iii. 22). The 
spring reminded David of the heart of an upright 
ruler : *' He that ruleth over men must be just, 
ruling in the fear of God; and he shall be as 
the light of the morning when the sun risethj 
even a morning without cloud, as the tender 
grass springing out of the earth by clear shining 
after rain " (2 Sam. xxiii. 3, 4). 

To the Psalmist, the vision of '' a tract of barren 
sand," which in the ''Palace of Art" is a mere imagi- 
native freak, was a symbol of the soul without God : 
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*^in a barren and dry land, where no water is." 
To the Prophet *' an iron coast and angry waves, 
you seemed to hear them climb and fall,*' told of 
the '* wicked who were like a troubled sea, that 
could not rest.'* 

To David, *'a full-fed river, winding slow by herds 
upon an endless plain," gave the sweet promise, 
*' They shall drink of the pleasures as out of a 
river ;" whilst *' the reapers at their sultry toil " 
told of those who had sown in tears, but should 
'* doubtless come again with rejoicing, and bringing 
'their sheaves with them." 

But all these fair symbols in the Palace of Art 
did but reflect back to the man his own selfish 
spirit. His eyes were fast sealed to the opening 
revelations of God's many-sided world. And as the 
outward scenes of earth passed before him, mere 
idle or amusing visions, so did he pass in review 
the forms of faith, and the great religions of the 
world. For a moment the Roman Catholic Faith 
smiled to him, with its — 

" Maid-mother by a crucifix, 
In tracts of pasture sunny warm." 

In that fair symbol there was no deeper teaching, 
no lesson of history, or feeling of universal interest 
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and significance. It was simply *' the maid-mother 
by a crucifix *' — a very pretty and pleasant thing for 
you to have in your room, of which to say how fairly 
it is painted, Or how well the anatomy is studied, or 
how ** nicely felt ''and harmonious the colouring. 
No pathetic memory of the time when to the devout 
heart the love of the Virgin was all in all ; when 
mediaeval theology had turned God into a despot 
seeking vengeance, and Christ into the victim upon 
whom the Divine fury was exhausted, and thus left 
to man a terror in place of a Father — ^a sacrificial 
victim instead of a friend. Then *' the maid-mother 
with the crucifix ''took, indeed, in popular theology 
the place of her Son, who had been thrust beyond 
the region of human friendship, for she thus 
summed up in herself th^uman loving side of God, 
and restored to religious contemplation that in- 
dispensable element of Christian devotion. But of 
all this no faint perception in the Palace of Art. 

As a caprice of the mind, the Mahomedan 
religion next had its turn, as — 

" Thronging all one porch of Paradise, 
A group of houris bow'd to see 
The dying Islamite, with hands and eyes 
That said, * We wait for thee.' " 

G 
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There was something beautiful about the group 
of houris bowing to see the dying Islamite ; but it 
was a mere image, which struck upon the superfi- 
cial sense; this self-centred and self-satisfied epicu- 
rean smiled approvingly on houri and Islamite alike. 
But he who looked rightly upon Mahomedanism, 
would have seized with emotion its central truth 
of the one great God. The Palace of Art could 
only make room for the lowest and most sensual 
aspect of Mahomedanism — the Paradise, and the 
Houri. 

The great religions of Greece and of Rome 
next pass before him ; but how ? They come robbed 
of their old vitality ; no more the faith of a wor- 
shipping people who seemed to see a Deity every- 
where — in the woods, the rivers, the skies, the 
seas, filled with youth and Divine life. To this 
earth-encrusted spirit the meaner, grosser aspects 
of Greek religion alone offered themselves natu- 
rally. The excesses of the gods : 

" Europa's mantle blew unclasped, 
From off her shoulder backward borne." 

Or else : 

" Flushed Ganymede, his rosy thigh 
Half buried in the Eagle's down." 
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Alas ! if Greek and Roman religion could 
teach us no more than this ! So, after exhaust- 
ing in its own vampire way the fair scenes and 
religions of the world, the very seers of the ages 
have now to be pressed into this fruitless barren 
service of a barren soul. So, 

" With choice paintings of wise men I hung 
The royal dais round 
For there was Milton, like a seraph strong ; 
Beside him Shakespeare, bland and mild ; 
And there the world-worn Dante grasp'd his song, 
And somewhat grimly smiled/' 

And in this noble assembly, dumb oracles to deaf 

ears, the soul sat herself down on her throne at last. 

Then comes the song of the soul, as she sings to 

her own secret isolated self in her Palace of Art : 

" She sat betwixt the shining oriels, 

To sing her songs alone. 

Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth, 

Joying to feel herself alive, 
Lord over nature, lord of the visible earth, 

Lord of the senses five ; 

Communing with herself : * All these are mine ; 

And let the world have peace or wars, 
Tis one to me.'" 

To this habit of mind all the rest of the world 
is entire dross. The sense of moral responsibility 

G 2 
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is gone. What care you for the suffering, toiling 
millions ! No thought of ameliorating or soothing 
by attempting to enter into their sufferings ; they 
are only so many — 

" Darkening droves of swine 
That range on yonder plain," 

And may they never come any nearer ! so saith 
the soul from her Palace of Art. 

" And so she throve and prospered : so three years 
She prospered : on the fourth she fell, 
Like Herod, when the shout was in his ears, 
Struck through with pangs of hell. 

Lest she should fail and perish utterly, 

God, before whom ever lie bare 
The abysmal depths of Personality, 

Plagued her with sore despair. 

* * # * # 

Deep dread, and loathing of her solitude. 
Fell on her ; from which mood was born 

Scorn of herself; again, from out that mood, 
Laughter at her self-scorn. 

* What ! is not this my place of strength,' she said. 

My spacious mansion built for me. 
Whereof the strong foundation stones were laid 

Since my first memory ? ' 

# # # * # 
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So when four years were wholly finished 

She threw her royal robes away ; 
* Make me a cottage in the vale/ she said, 

* Where I may mourn and pray. 

Yet pull not down my palace towers that are 

So lightly, beautifully built : 
Perchance I may retiun with others there 

When I have purged my guilt' " 

So, you see after all, the healthy instincts are bound 
to triumph at last ; the soul must get back to nature 
out of herself, her isolation — her selfish isolation, 
and learn to help others in their lonely suffering. 
And when the lesson of humanity is learned, and 
not before, the lesson of art is wholesome ; then 
you may return with others there : but the guilt 
of selfishness and spiritual isolation must first 
be purged ; man and nature must bind us to God. 

Great allegories these, of life and sin, but not 
of despair. I have now followed, with the poet 
as my teacher, the three sides of human isolation, 
summed up in three separate visions. The first 
and noblest shows the tendency to believe that 
we are all soul, and to ignore the bodily vehicle of 
soul — so fearfully and wonderfully made, so inti- 
mately married to it. Whether this culminate in 
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the religion of the solitary pillar or the secluded 
convent, it is false. The second error lies in 
supposing that you are merely a sensual being, 
and that you can be happy solely in the gratifica- 
tion of your body. The third fallacy is to think 
that you are merely intellectual and not spiritual, 
and that you can live for ever in a Palace of Art. 

It remains for us to knit together these three 
sides of human nature, and to this Tennyson will 
guide us in *' In Memoriam.*' There the whole 
man is displayed in right proportion — body, mind, 
and spirit. All three, seen before as disjointed 
and one-sided manifestations, are there welded 
together into one perfect whole. Man rises, in 
body, mind, and spirit, into the glorious liberty 
of a child of God, and is seen aspiring to some- 
thing like *' the measure of the stature of the 
fulness of Christ." 



IV. 

IN MEMORIAM, 



IV. 



Cmngsion. 



IN MEMORIAM. 




|E have seen in the asceticism of Sty- 
lites, and in the conventual devotion 
and ecstasy of St. Agnes, what becomes 
of human nature when considered as nothing 
but spirit. We have noted the wreck of the 
body, and the overthrow of the mind. We have 
seen in the '* Vision of Sin '' what became 
of human nature regarded simply as body : the 
worship of the senses was shown to be, not only 
the wreck of the body, but the palsy of the soul 
and the paralysis of the intellect. We have seen 
in the " Palace of Art *' what became of the culture 
of the body and the mind — the life of the senses, 
the intellect, and the imagination, apart from the 
spirit ; we noted how nearly the spirit succumbed 
to that treatment ; we assisted at the desperate 
struggle. ' But it remained for us to learn what 
human nature might be when treated as St. Paul 
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treats it, in body, mind, and spirit. The isolated 
elements combine at last to make the whole man — 
the sublime humanity as conceived by God — ^like 
God Himself, tripartite and triune. 

This is the lesson of the " In Memoriam :*' the 
developed humanity stands forth at last, dis- 
ciplined by loss, purified by suffering, and lifted 
up into heavenly places through the earth-bom 
love. 

In the '' In Memoriam '* you have a man who 
thrills and kindles to all outward impressions ; 
his senses are keenly alive to every change of the 
seasons, to all external nature, to every pulse of 
pleasure and pain ; his mind is alert — '* who loves 
not knowledge? who shall rail against her beauty ?*' 
his affections are active — they cannot always 
acquiesce in purely intellectual speculation, the 
heart stands up and answers, *' 1 have felt;" and 
above all there is the brooding sense of the infinite 
mystery about us, and the longing for the infinite 
love, and the inspired eye which looks through 
nature up to nature's God — that God who ever 
lives and loves — '' one God, one law, one element, 
and one far off Divine event, to which the whole 
creation moves." 
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Now the key-note of this great poem is sorrow — 
sorrow coming out of the shadow of a great loss ; 
and the atmosphere of sorrow is just the atmo- 
sphere in which it is the most instructive to study 
human nature. Do you want to know about the 
body ? It is not best to study it in a state of 
health, but when it is diseased. Doctors will tell 
you that is the time to make discoveries and 
experiments, and to add permanently to our 
understanding of the human framework ; and in- 
deed, most of our medical knowledge is derived not 
merely from morbid anatomy, but from the diag- 
nosis of various diseases — not the monotonous 
chronicle of healthy days and nights. And to 
prove a man, you must find him out in seasons of 
sorrow and pain : how does he bear it, how does 
he act? And a man who will note such an 
experience adds to our stock of knowledge, and 
thought, and feeling ; he is a teacher, and his 
book is the book of nature, and of life. And what 
he does for one he does for all : one man's 
inner life is really a thousand inner lives ; he reads 
them the open secrets of their hearts, by showing 
them his own ; he and they are no longer solitary 
units, but are seen, in a great work of art — a 
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picture or a poem — to have universal elements, 
to belong to a whole. That is why we listen 
with wrapt attention to him " who sings to one 
clear harp in divers tones/' And the tones of 
sorrow invariably arrest; they are of profound and 
general interest ; they draw us in spite of our- 
selves ; they win us and cling to us — because they 
reflect some of the deepest and most universal 
aspects of our common humanity. That is why 
Jesus Christ, who was " a man of sorrows," stands 
for ever by the wayside in the great thoroughfares 
of time, saying, *' Behold and see, if there is any 
sorrow like unto my sorrow.'* And because he 
was **a man of sorrows, and acquainted with 
grief,'' therefore he could say, *' Come anto me, 
all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest." 

Sorrow, as W. F. Robertson has remarked, acts 
very differently upon different constitutions. It is 
like fire — ^it melts some like wax, and hardens others 
like clay ; it sifts a man's heart, it finds out weak- 
nesses^ it tries him like .gold; and that is its best 
work. The fire of tribulation has often a great 
cleansing and purifying effect ; it wakes up a 
man's inner life, smelts the dross out of him, leav- 
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ing him pure gold. And the work of sorrow was 
never shown so noble and so complete as in this 
great poem of " In Memoriam." 

The circumstances from which it sprang are 
probably known to every one here present. 
Alfred Tennyson, in his youth, formed a very close 
friendship with Arthur Hallam, son of the great 
historian' Henry Hallam. The Hallams at that 
time lived in Wimpole Street ; the historian and 
his son used to sit in this church of St. James, 
Westmoreland Street, in a pew just behind the 
first pillar, about forty-five years ago ; and it is a 
curious incident, that the first time I saw Alfred 
Tennyson, in this church not very long ago, he 
was sitting, with his son Hallam Tennyson, almost 
in the same place. 

In the early Autumn of 1833, Arthur Hallam 
went abroad: on the i6th of September, at 
Vienna, a sudden rush of blood to the head, put 
an instantaneous end to his life. *' God's finger 
touched him, and he slept.'* On the 3rd of Jan 
uary, 1834, he was buried in the chancel of the 
church at Clevedon, on the Severn. Tennyson's 
whole soul seems to have been wrapped up in this 
early aflEection. For a time he seems to have been 



94 Poets in the Pulpit. 

almost paralyzed with sorrow ; and when the heavy- 
cloud began to lift, out of the great calamity 
came those tender voices of passion, despair, 
remonstrance, and hope, which have comforted so 
many forlorn spirits, and are perhaps destined to 
be Tennyson's most precious legacy to posterity. 

The opening of the ''In Memoriam,'' and its close, 
are like the calm deep sea water. We go from a 
noble port of peace, across a stormy restless 
ocean, and we come at last to the shining coast, 
to the fair haven of the soul, to the eternal rest. 

Although the " In Memoriam *' is full of wild cries, 
doubts, difficulties, and sorrows, it begins, as it 
ends, with a triumphant strain of praise : 

" Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 

V^om we, that have not seen Thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 

Believing where we cannot prove ; 

Thine are these orbs of light and shade ; 
Thou madest life in man and brute ; 
Thou madest Death ; and lo, Thy foot 

Is on the skull which Thou hast made. 

Thou wilt not leave us in the dust : 
Thou madest man, he knows not why ; 
He thinks he was not made to die ; 

And Thou hast made him : Thou art just 
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Forgive these wild and wandering cries, 

Confusions of a wasted youth ; 

Forgive them where they fail in truth, 
And in Thy wisdom make me wise. 

Some old Father of the Church says, that every 
human life may be divided into four periods. 
The first period is that one in which a man is 
overcome without a struggle ; the second period 
is that in which a man struggles, but is overcome ; 
the third is that one in which a man struggles and 
overcomes ; and the fourth is a period of peace. 
Those divisions may be applied to the psychology 
of the " In Memoriam.*' It is the story of, ist, 
sorrow unopposed ; 2nd, sorrow opposed ; 3rd, 
sorrow conquered ; 4th, peace. Of course, as 
these phases run into each other the divisions 
must not be too closely pressed, although I have 
marked them at certain stanzas. 

I. SorrowUnopposed.— All through the long 
first period, running from the ist to the 55th stanza, 
certainly we have the spectacle of a mind tossed 
about on an uneasy sea of sorrow. At first, Sorrow 
seems to be accepted as his natural companion, 
though her's is '^ a cruel fellowship,'* and she a 
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*' Priestess in the halls of Death/' The world 
seems like a dream, and 

" Nature like a phantom stands, 
With all the music in her tone, 
A hollow echo of our own — 
A hollow form, with empty hands." 

He walks abroad : he gets no comfort from out- 
ward nature. Just as you or I may have looked up 
to the silent stars, and gazed upon the glory of the 
summer fields, and have had to feel as if they mocked 
us. All joy seems to have been taken out of the 
world, when grief is too heavy and loss too recent. 

Slowly the ministry of nature begins, by reflect- 
ing his moods ; for '* he sees himself in all he sees.'' 
But the saddest aspects alone arrest him : in the 
churchyard, the old yew netting its fibres about the 
dreamless head ; or *' from waste places comes a 
cry, and murmurs from the dying sun." For him no 
cheerful strain streams from the earthly paradise 
of summer ; but the dove sings her dolorous mes- 
sage. The winds wail sadly ; Autumn comes, and 
*' the last red leaf is whirled away," and '* the rooks 
are blown about the skies," till at last the pressure 
of outward nature is almost too much for him : 
" I scarce could brook the strain and stir 
Which make the barren branches bound." 
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And the nearest approach to solace comes to 
him in the peace and silence of the lonely Autumn 
mornings, on the wild heath : 

" Calm and deep peace in this wide air, 
These leaves that redden to the fiall; 
And in my heart, if calm at all, 
The calmness of a calm despair." 

The usual letters of condolence arrive : 
" One writer that * Other friends remain,' 
That * Loss is common to the race,' — 
And common is the common-place, 
And vacant chaff, well meant for grain." 

But his heart is elsewhere. In imagination he 

traverses distant waters, and reaches the ship 

coming homewards with its sad freight, the body 

of his friend : 

" I hear the noise about the keel ; 

I hear the bell struck in the night ; 
I see the cabin window bright ; 
I see the sailor at the wheel" 

At last the ship enters English waters, and the 

transference of his friend's body from foreign to 

English soil is memorialized in these exquisite 

lines : — 

** The Danube to the Severn gave 

The darkened heart that beat no more ; 
They laid him by the pleasant shore, 
And in the hearing of the wave. 

W 
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There twice a day the Severn fills ; 
The salt sea-water passes by, 
And hushes half the babbling Wye, 

And makes a silence in the hills. 

The Wye is hush'd, nor moved along, — 
And hushed my deepest grief of all, 
When, fiird with tears that cannot fall, 

I brim with sorrow-drowning song. 

The tide flows down, the wave again 
Is vocal in its wooded walls ; 
My deeper anguish also falls, 

And I can speak a little then." 

Nothing is now left but memory . 

" The path by which we twain did go, 

Which led by tracts that pleased us well. 
Thro' four sweet years arose and fell. 
From flower to flower, from snow to snow. 

And we with singing cheer'd the way ; 
And, crown'd with all the season lent, 
From April on to April went. 

And glad at heart from May to May. 

But where the path we walked began 
To slant the fifth Autumnal slope. 
As we descended, following Hope, 

There sat the Shadow fear'd of man, — 

Who broke our fair companionship. 
And spread his mantle, dark and cold, 
And wrapt thee formless in the fold. 

And duird the murmur on thy lip, — 
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And bore thee where I could not see, 
Nor follow, though I walk in haste. 
And think that, somewhere in the waste, 

The Shadow sits and waits for me." 

So months foiled on, and Christmas came — a 
sad anniversary for many who have lost dear 
friends. They may try the old pastimes, and the 
old songs ; but the joy has faded out of life, and 
now it is pain that binds heart to heart, as once it 
was joy. But the memory of the dead seems to 
lift them up to a higher level, and their hearts are 
raised for a moment beyond the clouds of sorrow 
and death, into the heaven of consolation and 
peace : 

** We paused : the winds were in the beech : 
We heard them sweep the winter land ; 
And in a circle hand in hand 
Sat silent, looking each at each. 

Then echo-like our voices rang ; 

We sang, tho' every eye was dim, 

A merry song we sang with him 
Last year ; impetuously we sang. 

We ceased : a gentler feeling crept 

Upon us : surely rest is meet. 

* They rest,' we said ; * their rest is sweet,' — 
And silence followed, and we wept. 
H 2 
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Our voices took a higher range ; 

Once more we sang : * They do not die, 

Nor lose their mortal sympathy, 
Nor change to us, although they change ; 

Rapt from the fickle and the frail, 

With gathered power, yet the same, 

Pierces the keen seraphic flame 
From orb to orb, from veil to veil/ " 

So passes the first Christmas ; 'and as life re- 
sumes its usual tenour, and the shock of grief sub- 
sides, the mind awakes to those unquiet specula- 
tions which force themselves upon us from time to 
time, as we contemplate the mystery of Death. 
*' Where is the spirit ? What is the spirit doing ?" 
— the old questions, which will not die, come back, 
again and again. Perhaps his friend has ceased 
to be ! perhaps if he exists he will be for ever out 
of reach ! a — 

** Spectral doubt, which makes me cold — 
That I shall be thy mate no more. 
Tho' following with an upward mind 

The wonders that have come to thee, 

Thro' all the secular to be, — 
But evermore a life behind." 

So those who have gone before seem to have 
stolen a march upon us, and perhaps we shall 
never be able to overtake them ! Another specu- 
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lation then comes : perhaps the life of the soul is 
suspended in sleep, so that when the body lies in 
the grave the spirit also sleeps — until the fulness of 
time, when life shall come back, and love survive ! 
Joyful anticipation! Nothing of the bitter past 
shall stain the long harmonious years ; only, per- 
chance, some shadows of remembrance left, some 
dim touch of earthly things. But this thought is in 
its turn clouded over by the old haunting notion 
of the Nirwana : perhaps we shall be merged in the 
ocean of Being, all individuality lost. But no ; 
each being has been rounded to a separate mind ; 
his isolation grows defined, and for ever ! Eagerly 
he gropes about, but all in vain, for a proof, a hint, 
a suggestion, that it is so ; and his weary spirit at 
last exhales its sorrow, its longing, and its fatigue, 

in prayer : 

" Be near me when my light is low, 

When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick 

And tingle, and the heart is sick, 
And all the wheels of Being slow. 
Be near me when the sensuous frame 

Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust ; 

And Time, a maniac scattering dust ; 
And Life, a Fury slinging flame 
Be near me when my faith is dry, 

And men the flies of latter spring, 
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That lay their eggs, and sting, and sing, 
And weave their petty cells, and die. 

Be near me when I fade away, 
To point the term of human strife, 
And on the low dark verge of life 

The twilight of eternal day." 

There is nothing left for the soul in its abyss of 

sorrow, but trust ! infinite trust ! 

" Behold, we know not anything ; 
I can but trust that good shall fall 
At last — far off—at last, to all, 
And every winter change to spring." 

But the glow of faith itself passes ; that too was 

unstable and transitory ; and the broken spirit 

relapses into despondency : 

" I falter where I firmly trod ; 

And falling, with my weight of cares. 
Upon the world's great altar-stairs 
That slope through darkness up to God," — 

he feels " the weight of loss is ever there.'' 

It is the final note of the first period, that of 

*' Sorrow unopposed," which closes at Section LV.: 

" O life ! as futile, then, as frail ! 

O for thy voice to soothe and bless ! 
What hope of answer, or redress ? — 
Behind the veil; behind the veil" 

In the first period, then, we have traversed seven 
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more or less defined phases or moods of sorrow : 
first, he is stunned ; second, he realizes his loss ; 
third, he awakes to find all outward things are so 
many endless reflections of his grief ; fourth, he 
turns from the consolation of friends, to intellectual 
speculation ; fifth, thence to prayer ; sixth, thence 
to desponding confession of ignorance ; seventh, 
relapse into hopelessness. He has throughout 
been the sport of moods which chased each other 
in rapid succession 5 he is overcome without a 
struggle. 

II. Sorrow opposed. — In this period, from 
LV. to LXXXII., he struggles^ and is overcome. 
To all moods, however dismal, belong merciful re- 
actions, and in seasons of deep sorrow we some- 
times feel angry because we cannot be always sad : 
we resent any lifting of the cloud, any approach 
to levity or laughter. The mood in which recovery 
is possible begins with a more quiet contemplation 
— an ability to face the sad aspect of lost love 
calmly. The friend of the dead lies awake, and 
sees in imagination the distant moonlight stealing 
over the memorial tablet of Arthur Hallam, just as 
it steals over the. walls of his own bedchamber. 
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And now the second Christmas is already upon 
him, and the months have brought with them a 
slow and silent change : he cannot but be affected 
by the inability of the young and happy around 
him to be ever brooding over past pain ; he is 
shocked, but only half-shocked : 

" Who show'd a token of distress? 
No single tear, no mark of pain 1 
O sonrow ! then can sorrow wane ? 
O grief! can grief be changed to less ? " 

He seeks for the note of a reconciling term — 
he finds it : 

" O last regret, regret can die ! 

No ; mixt with all this mystic frame, 
Her deep relations are the same, 
But with long use her tears are dry." 

He is beginning to acquiesce in this shifting of 
moods, when, with one of those sudden emotional 
bursts to which sensitive spirits are liable, there 
comes upon him the vision of what might have 
been — his friend sitting '* crowned with good/' 
married to a beloved sister of the poet, himself 
an honoured guest, the children babbling " uncle " 
on his knee ; the happy social converse of kindred 
spirits ; *' of later genial table-talk, or deep dis- 
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pute and graceful jest." It was one of those 
sudden day-dreams, that depart as swiftly, 
leaving us the more forlorn. 

" What reed was that on which I leant ? 
Ah, backward fancy, wherefore wake 
The old bitterness again, and break 
The low beginnings of content ? " 

Thus the four stages of the second period, in 
which he struggles and is overcome, are also 
marked : i st, more quiet contemplation ; leading 
to, 2nd, more normal acceptance of life, as marked 
at Christmas-time; 3rd, followed by more resigned 
views of death ; when, 4th, the low beginnings of 
content are suddenly dissipated by a vision of 
memory and anticipation, and the first recovering 
mood is thus baffled. 

III. Sorrow conquered. — A transition pe- 
riod may be indicated at Stanza LXXXIV. : 

" This truth came bome with bier and pall — 
I felt it, when I sorrowed most — 
'Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all." 

But he will not admit that his love is really less 
intense : 
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" And so my passion hath not swerved 
To works of weakness, but I find 
An image comforting the mind, 
And in my grief a strength reserved." 

Sooner or later the sane voices of common day 
make themselves heard. You have no right to 
be prostrated in such a manner as not to rise out 
of sorrow, misfortune, or calamity ; it may press 
you down, but you should struggle out of it, and 
face life again, with all its great responsibilities ; 
you should return to life a deeper, truer, more 
many-sided human being, than you were before. 
By virtue of what you are, you must go back and 
re-enter the arena of life ; the inner voices drive 
you there, it is your destiny ; and as long as a 
spark of vitality remains, nature reminds you of 
the inexorable needs of a loving and responsive 
soul ; 

" My heart, tho' widow'd, may not rest 
Quite in the love of what is gone, 
But seeks to beat in time with one 
That warms another living breast" 

So, you see, one object after another may be 
taken away, but the capacity to love does not 
cease. " Friend after friend departs ! Who has not 
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lost a friend ? " But your heart will still require 
some object ; the heart must grind something ; if 
you do not give it good com to grind, it will grind 
its very self to pieces. God has so ordered and 
set this world, that objects of affection may, one 
after another, be taken away, and yet the healthy 
susceptibilities of the heart have still something 
left to do ; they wake up from the sleep of sorrow, 
hungry, and thirsty, and eager. If you will only 
lift up your eyes, there are still men and women 
willing to be loved, still interests and objects 
worthy to be pursued. And indeed you have no 
right to shut yourself up, when there is a whole 
world crying out for sympathy, when help is so 
much needed, when there are so many poor for- 
saken ones, who would give anything for a little of 
your kindness, and thought, and feeling, which 
you are consuming on yourself, or on some object 
which has been taken away from your gaze for ever. 
So the poet and teacher speaks aloud to all 
prostrated by sorrow, failure, disappointment, or 
loss, of " the mighty hopes which make us men.*' 
These it cannot suit him to forget, and his pulses 
begin to beat again " for other friends that once 
he met." 
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Here is struck the true note of the true heart 
of a man or woman arising out of the depths of 
despair, and out of the paralysis of grief, to some- 
thing Hke a healthy perception of human life again. 
And above and beyond the voices of affliction, he 
seems to hear his beloved friend himself saying, — 

" Arise, and get thee forth, and seek 
A friendship for the years to come.*' 

From this time, having indissolubly associated 

his friend with the change, peace seems to dawn 

upon his perturbed spirit ; and now, instead of 

being rejlected by outward nature, he reflects it, 

and bathes himself in the light, and drinks in 

eagerly the refreshing and invigorating influences 

of the happy spring : 

** Wild bird, whose warble, liquid sweet, 
Rings Eden thro' the budded quicks, 
O tell me where the senses mix, 
O tell me where the passions meet" 
Or— 

" Sweet after showers, ambrosial air, 

That rollest from the gorgeous gloom 
Of evening over brake and bloom." 

In this mood of reserved strength, with a re- 
stored balance of perception he can go back to the 
very scenes of his college life. He revisits Trinity 
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College, passes through the tall avenues, over 
the bridge, lingers by the river, in the street, in 
the College hall and chapel — and, strange enough, 
it is without pain, but in softened lines of happy 
memory, that he recalls his friend's life and con- 
verse in those haunts of undergraduate life. But 
one cry breaks from him — of passion, more than 
of despair — ^when he thinks how many dead, once 
wept for, are now unmoumed : 

" Ah dear, but come thou back to me : 

Whatever change the years have wrought, 
I find not yet one lonely thought 
That cries against my wish for thee." 

But we have entered upon the third period, in 
which he struggles and overcomes. The tone 
has grown more sober^ the poignant grief is pass- 
ing away, and his sorrow is more like a pathetic 
memory than a present pain. When the third 
Christmas comes round, it is not like the first, 
drowned in tears ; nor yet like the second, when 
the inability to grieve continuously is almost met 
with impatience ; but the bells sound the joyous 
and triumphant note of the Christmas season. 
Wider than any individual grief or joy is that mes- 
sage of peace on earth and goodwill towards men. 
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To him it is the " resurgam *' of healthy sensi- 
bility and hopefulness ; and the strain that now 
rises is full of victory and praise : 

** Ring out, wild bells, to the wUd sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light : 
The year is d)dng in the night ; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 

Ring out the old, ring in the new; 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow : 

The year is going, let him go ; 
Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind. 
For those that here we see no more ; 
Ring out the feud of rich and poor ; 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 



Ring out old shapes of foul disease ; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold ; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old; 
Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Ring out the darkness of the land ; 

Ring in the Christ that is to be." 

IV. Peace. — ^That jubilant melody sweet as 
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the angels' Peace on earth, and goodwill to men, 
heralds us into the last period of peace. He has 
now triumphed over sorrow. The dark past rolls 
away like a cloud, leaving the horizon clear. The 
bells have rung out the weary load of suffering, 
and rung in human fellowship, sympathy, and a 
new content : 

" I will not shut me from my kind ; 
And lest I stiffen into stone, 
I will not eat my heart alone, 
Nor feed with sighs a passing wind." 

And of that new communion, that restored and 
vigorous life, chastened at the outset by pain and 
loss, we have reaped the rich harvest, as year 
after year one noble and representative song after 
another has rolled forth " from that clear harp in 
divers tones," enriching, beautifying, and raising 
the literature of our age to the highest levels of 
imagination and thought. 

The Poets of the age — those who read the inner 
life of the time, and form it — are ever the measure 
of its conduct, philosophy, and achievement ; and 
nobly has Tennyson fulfilled his mission. 

At the close of the " In Memoriam *' outward 
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nature sinks back into her appointed place, and is 
seen for the first time in right proportion to the soul ; 
she is no longer the slave of his sensibility, reflect- 
ing all his moods, or a tyrant imposing her own. 
She is no longer seen subjectively, but has be- 
come sweetly objective. She is the garden of 
Eden, in which he walks, which ministers to him, 
consoles, thrills, soothes, and delights him. 

And now, with an intuitive sense of artistic finish 
and completeness — such as we observe in Mendels- 
sohn, when his opening phrase recurs at the close 
of some lengthy movement, suggesting what has 
gone before, and yet changing and completing it 
in the very suggestion — there comes back the 
vision of the beloved friend ; but his form is 
changed ; his face glows in the distant light of 
heaven ; he looks out upon us as in a vision ; he 
is rapt for ever now from the fickle and the frail — 
the distance is immeasurable. The friend looks 
up, and no longer thinks of bridging over the gulph ; 
but he sees beyond it, and his soul grows calm in 
the softened light, as the last spirituaUzed vision 
of his friend passes before him : 

" Dear friend, far off, my lost desire — 
So far, so near in woe and weal ; 
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O loved the most when most I feel 
There is a lower and a higher ; 

Known and unknown ; human, divine ; 

Sweet human hand, and lips, and eye ; 

Dear heavenly friend, that canst not die, — 
Mine, mine, for ever ; ever mine ; 

Strange friend — past, present, and to be ; 

Loved deeplier, darklier imderstood ; 

Behold, I dream a dream of good. 
And mingle all the world with thee." 

How different is this from the former strains of 
wild sorrow, restless doubt, brooding sadness, and 
despair ! 

It is this '* strange friend,*' so spiritualized, who 
leads his own spirit to find that supreme rest in 
God with which the poem concludes. After the 
whirlwind, and the storm, and the fire, comes the 
still small voice. Grief, and agony, and doubt, and 
all the miserable speculations which haunt and 
corrode the inner life, have been swept away ; the 
bitter and fragmentary experiences have at last 
" orbed into a perfect whole.** The entire period 
of probation stands out, and the human heart 
owns the accomplished work. And thus, through 
love possessed and lost, the soul has been lifted 
into that heavenly sphere in which life grows 

I 
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sweet and wholesome once more, and all love is 
found again in God. 

** Now fades the last long streak of snow ; 
Now burgeons every maze of quick 
About the flowering squares, and thick 
By ashen roots the violets blow. 

Now rings the woodland loud and long, 

The distance takes a lovelier hue, 

And drown'd in yonder living blue 
The lark becomes a sightless song." 

In this period of peace we get those large and 

mellowed utterances which raise the poem above 

all transitory or accidental circumstances, and 

give it that peculiar glow of radiant and supernal 

beauty : 

" That which we dare invoke to bless ; 

Our dearest faith ; our ghastliest doubt : 
He, they, one, all ; within, without ; 
The power in darkness whom we guess ; 

I found him not in world or sun. 

Or eagle's wing, or insect's eye ; 

Nor thro' the questions men may try. 
The petty cobwebs we have spun : 

If e'er, when faith had fall'n asleep, 

I heard a voice ' Believe no more,' 

And heard an ever breaking shore 
That tumbled in the Godless deep ; 
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A warmth within the breast would melt 
The freezing reason's colder part, 
And, like a man in wrath, the heart 

Stood up and answer'd * I have felt* 

No, like a child in doubt and fear : 
But that blind clamour made me wise ; 
Then was I as a child that cries, 

But crying knows his father near ; 

And what I seem beheld again 
What is, and no man understands ; 
And out of darkness came the hands 

That reach thro' nature, moulding men," 

And what remains of broken tendrils, unsolved 
mysteries, unsatisfied longings, are also brought 
together at last, and left in the Divine keeping — *' in 
manus tuas, Domine ! " 

" O living Will ! that shall endure 

When all that seems shall suffer shock ! 
Rise in the spiritual rock ; 
Flow thro' our deeds and make them pure, 

That we may lift from out the dust 

A voice as unto Him that hears, — 

A cry above the conquer'd years 
To One that with us works ; and trust, 

With faith that comes of self-control, 
The truths that never can be proved 
Until we close with all we loved. 

And all we flow from, soul in souL" 
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NEW year's eve. 

HIS evening's meditation does not pre- 
tend to give an estimate of Robert 
Browning's works. Critically, therefore, 
it is narrowed into this : a study in Robert Browning 
for the purposes of edification and devout thought. 
I shall deal mainly with a poem entitled ** Christ- 
mas Eve and Easter Day," stopping short of the 
Easter Day portion — in reality a separate poem. 

Like the wise man of old, the wise men of this 
and every other age ask ^' Who are our true spiritual 
teachers ? " We are all looking for stars in the 
East. From the Milky Way — from the tangled 
nebulae — from the transient fires that flash and 
pass — these Eastern lights slowly but surely disen- 
gage themselves, and orb into solitary splendour 
as each century waxes and wanes. 

The first ten years of a man's life-work seldom 
fixes his position, although the work then done 
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sometimes does. Not all who ^zztX^ are destined 
to reign ; not all who reign, are at first seen to wear 
the imperial purple. Now that the century grows 
old, we can see who have been its teachers in re- 
ligion, science, art, painting, poetry ; and Tennyson 
and Browning are probably the two names which 
will be chosen to follow the great Lake School of 
Wordsworth ; just as Schumann and Wagner are 
the two real representatives of German music, 
after Beethoven. 

Time decides slowly, but inexorably ; in the long 
run, the ** vox populi '* is the ** vox Dei ;" its judg- 
ment is not capricious, but exact, logical, axiomatic. 

How the great names that win have been at first 
derided or ignored, is a painful and instructive com- 
mon place. Some of us can remember the time 
when John Henry Newman was accounted a mere 
sectarian fanatic, with a weakness for Popery and 
prelacy ; when Frederick Maurice was dismissed as 
an amiable mystic with a taint of heresy ; when 
Herbert Spencer and John Stuart Mill were simply 
not read. I can recollect the mixed rage and 
pleasantry which greeted Mr. Ruskin's '* Stones of 
Venice " and the " Seven Lamps of Architecture'' — 
the storm of ridicule which threatened to blight Pre- 
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Raphaelism in art — the pit)ring smile with which 
one's elders greeted the rising appreciation of Tenny- 
son, whom Bulwer, that splendid literary Philistine, 
called "Miss Alfred/' Jests about the Music of 
the Future, and Wagner, are only just beginning to 
sound old and out of place. And we may recall 
how, a few years ago, the gifted Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning, now almost forgotten, was thought a 
greater poet than her husband — ^just as Byron was 
preferred to Wordsworth, and Moore to Shelley. 

I. Browning's Characteristics. — What 
has given Browning his peculiar and increasing 
hold over our age ? As a singer he has been 
surpassed by many inferior men. I had almost 
said he seldom sings. But he is a poet for all 
that, and he can sing, and sing sweetly too when 
he pleases. But he is chiefly dear to the age as 
a feeler and a thinker ; he is also dear because 
knowing all, and having been racked with its doubts, 
and stretched upon the mental torture-wheels of his 
time, he does not despair. Having sounded cynicism 
and pessimism to their depths, he comes by a very 
different road to the same crowning conclusion as 
his brother. poets, Tennyson and Longfellow ; and 
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sometimes firmly, and sometimes faintly, trusts the 
larger hope, but always in the last analysis and 
residuum of thought — trusts. Coming from such 
a mind — such a buoyant message this vexed and 
storm-tossed age will not willingly let die. It 
clings to Browning ; it bears with his moods ; it 
even buys much that it cannot understand, and 
more that it does not attempt to read; it lays 
** Paracelsus '* aside; it confesses never to have 
quite got through that work as unique and as 
representative of our age as the " In Memoriam '* 
—I allude to '' The Ring and the Book/' But 
Browning must be in the house. 

Browning is our friend; we take him by the hand; 
we feel we can trust him ; he is equally incapable 
of lying or cajolery. We say to him, you have the 
brain of juggler ; you have the insight and sensi- 
bility of the poet, the soul of an artist ; you pretend 
to look on, and analyze, and describe, sometimes 
coldly, even cynically ; but you care not if we see 
the honest generous face through the thin mask ; 
for in reality you agonize over all you do ; you know 
all and see all ; nothing eludes the vigilance of your 
incisive intellect ; and what lies beyond its reach is 
brought fluttering to your feet by flashes of sur- 
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prizing intuition. And the faculty for which we 
prize you most is just this, that you have an in- 
exhaustible interest in human nature ; that you love 
"man and woman;'* that you believe in the soul and 
in God. 

It was not easy for the public to find all this out 
at first. Browning had no Gospel to plead, no 
theory or plan of life to announce. What he was, 
what he could teach, came to us, probably as it 
came to him, spontaneously and by degrees. As the 
French say, he allowed himself to be divined. Never 
was Stuart MilPs definition of poetry more happily 
and vigorously illustrated than in Browning's poems: 
'^ Poetry is the expression of thought coloured by 
emotion, expressed in metre, and overheard!^ 

It is what we overhear as he thinks out loud 
which rivets, and wraps our senses nearer to the 
poet's inmost soul. 

Browning's obscurity, and occasional incapacity 
to express himself simply, is often compensated by 
a direct and astonishing vigour of expression, 
which strikes home with the force of a sledge 
hammer. 

" Fear death ? — to feel the fog in my throat, 
The mist in my face, 
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When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 

I am nearing the place, 
The power of the night, the press of the storm, 
The host of the foe, 
Where He stands the Arch Fear, in a visible form ? 
Yet the strong man must go.'* 

With characteristic boldness he faces the 
crisis— leaps across the very chasm of death, into 
the life beyond : 

** I was ever a fighter ; so one fight more. 

The best and the last ! 
I would hate that death bandaged my eyes and forbore. 

And bade me creep past. 
No ! let me taste the whole of it fair, like my peers 

The heroes of old \ 
Bear the brunt ; in a minute pay glad life's arrears 

Of pain, darkness, and cold. 
For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave ; 

The black minute 's at end ; 
And the elements' rage, the fiends' voices' rave. 

Shall dwindle and blend — 
Shall change — shall become, first a peace, then a joy — 

Then a light. * * * 

I recall but one other instance in which the 
dread passage of the soul has been described in 
poetry ; and it is curious to contrast the terrible 
realism of Browning, with Pope's splendid burst 
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of artificial eloquence in " The Dying Christian to 
his Soul :*' 

" Vital spark of heavenly flame, 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame ! 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying — 
Oh the pain, the bliss, of dying ! 
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life. 

Hark ! they whisper ! Angels say, 
* Sister spirit, come away ! * 
What is this absorbs me quite. 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 
Drowns my spirit, draws my breath — 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death? 

The world recedes — it disappears ; 
Heaven opens on my eyes; my ears 

With sounds seraphic ring ! 
Lend, lend, your wings. I mount ! I fly ! 
O grave, where is thy victory ? 

O death, where is thy sting ? 

But not only for the sake of his force, but 
also for his subtlety, the student of Browning 
is patient with his obscurity ; and often his very 
failure to express simply, gives him strange power 
to express what others could not render at all. 
He revels in the abstruse and difficult, like a con- 
summate executive musician, who bungles over a 
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simple tune and glories in almost impossible difK- 
culties. *' Caliban upon Setebos '' is an example. 
The dull gropings after the natural religion of 
terror by a being half brute half human — the 
instinctive analysis of the world, untouched by the 
glow of an awakened spirit in man and unil- 
lumined by the love of God, — the speculation and 
sentiment in ^^ Caliban upon Setebos *' is, in short, 
the whole argument needful to enforce the neces- 
sity of a Divine sustained communication between 
God and man. It images graphically what the life 
of man — what his feeling towards the unseen 
would have been, had there been no inner teach- 
ing, no development of religion, no Divine inter- 
communion. The human nature in Caliban shuts 
up all those elements in us which cry out for a 
living and a loving God — a God manifest in the 
flesh. 

There was never a poet at once so graphic — so 
capable of painting with a few spots of colour, and 
yet so independent of what is graphic and external. 
Caliban is full of an eastern glow of colour — a minute 
detail and observation of external nature, worthy of 
a naturalist ; but the whole is nothing but a mental 
drama, played out on the lowest level of human 
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intelligence — as ^* Luria '* is a drama played out on 
the highest. All Browning'spoems are nothing but 
*^ dramas of the inner life." He cares really for 
nothing but metaphysics. Religion, philosophy, 
science, art, help him to this ; but all save the 
unseen motives which pass "hither and thither 
dividing the swift mind," is framework — machinery; 
or so much paint, which might be rubbed off, 
and still leave the contour of his work perfect. 
His power lies wholly in atmosphere. The 
scene is chosen for the atmosphere — the atmo- 
sphere is never chosen for the scene ; the plot is for 
the emotion — never the emotion for the plot. But 
throughout one great moral quality emerges — one 
of which no age ever tires, of which no age ever 
stood in such sore need as ours — the passionate love 
of truth rather than repose. '* God," says Emerson, 
''offers to every man truth and repose; between 
these two, man as a pendulum ever oscillates." 
Browning never. Through all its contradictory 
windings he will know and have the very heart in 
man and woman. He is a great unveiler ; he tears 
off the mask, tramples the sham underfoot, 
shows people to themselves and to the world, 
weighs them in the balance, tries them in the 
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crucible, sets the pure gold in his heart of hearts, 
and flings the dross passionately to the four 
winds of heaven. For him no rounded whole, no 
sham consistency, at the expense of truth. Let us 
all stand fair, and be judged with all our imperfec- 
tions on our heads — *' nothing extenuate, nor set 
down aught in malice." In Browning the un- 
attainable is never attained — the ideal is never 
reached : there is never a perfect saint or villain 
throughout the whole of his works. Yet is he no 
pessimist — no real cynic ; for the sense of Divine 
perfection is also never lost ; it is the deep under- 
tone of life, amidst its wildest discords. He is 
passionately wedded to this world ; everything 
about it is full of teeming interest for him ; and 
yet the motto he has selected for death rules life 
— it is the eternal *^ Prospice '' or '^ Beyond ! *' 
Thus much must suffice for " characteristics." 

II. The Dissenting Chapel. — I pass to 
Browning the truth-seeker, sifter of sects and 
ceremonies. In the singular poem called '* Christ- 
mas-Eve," we have three impersonated atmo- 
spheres — independent religion, conventional re- 
ligion, spiritual religion ; or the power of the poem 
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may be better marshalled as the Truth-Seeker be- 
tween the religion of the sects and the spirit of Christ. 
The situations are universal and recurrent. We, 
too, have stood in church, and chapel, and lecture- 
room, and looked on. We, too, have had glimpses 
of the Christ that comprehends the churches, and 
whom the churches cannot comprehend. 

A thin dream-veil of intense drama, like a 
heated film of human passion, is thrown over this 
narrative of a soul in travail. Its homely and 
familiar flashes draw us only nearer to the poet's 
thought; for have not our souls too been in 
travail ? Have not we stood and listened in 
little chapels, and sat in dismal churches, and 
lingered in cathedral aisles, and watched the light 
through jewelled panes, and heard the mellowed 
organ-thunder roll ? 

" Out of the little chapel I burst, 
Into the fresh night-air again." 

What brought him there : wind and rain, on 
the verge of a lonely common ; and something 
besides, perchance ? About all universal ex- 
periences there is a spell, which no one quite 
shakes off : about death, as we turn to look at a 
funeral; an accident in the street we crowd to 

K 
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see ; happy children we follow with wistful eyes ; 
a regiment of soldiers, representing corporate effort 
and heroism, — all large crowds attract and fasci- 
nate. Religious gatherings always possess this 
potent spell. Whoever stood in a church porch 
wthout peeping inside, especially if the church 
was crowded ? The *^ Seeker '* enters ^' Sion 
Chapel *' — a motley gathering of the poorer sort, 
but all well schooled in the Baptist, or Calvinist, or 
Wesleyan 'ism, and resolved to know no other : 

" * What you, the alien, you have ventured 
To take with us, the elect, your station, 
Who cares for none of it — a Gallio ! ' 
Thus, plain as a print, I read the glance." 

The first note of the inner drama is now 
sounded in the internal protest, — 

" Good folks ! 

This way you perform the Grand Inquisitor ; 

You are the men, and wisdom shall die with you ! 
« * # # * 

Still, as I say, though you Ve found salvation. 
If I should choose, and now, to cry * Shares,' 
# # » # # 

Mine's the same right with your poorest and sickliest ! " 

The Seeker then in no measured terms de- 
clares, — 
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** I very soon had enough of it — 
The hot smell, and the human noises, 

And the lead-like pressure 
Of the preaching-man's immense stupidity ! " 

Alas ! alas ! that intelligent and not ill-disposed 

men should ever be able to come to church, as 

well as to chapel, and to go out thinking, if not 

saying, much the same thing ! 

** There was a lull in the rain — a lull 
In the wind too ; the moon was risen." 

As he walks on, his thoughts come crowding 

fast and thick, in diffuse meditation : 

" The sermon now — what a mingled weft 
Of good and ill; * * * 

The zeal was good, and the aspiration. 
***** 

These people have really felt, no doubt, 

A something — the motion they style the 'call ' of them." 

And then they seek for the 

" Bringing about 
* * * * # 

A sort of reviving and reproducing, 
More or less perfectly (who can tell ?), 
Ofthe mood itself" 

But now notice that the contemplation of other 
worship, however distasteful, forces him inward, 
to sound his own religion. Place yourself in the 
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current ; forsake not the assembling of yourselves 
together ; let the tide of human instincts reach, — 
it will teach you to know yourself. Can you say 
with the Seeker, when differing, or repelled, from 
other forms of faith, — 

" I have my own church. 

• « • « « 

In youth I looked to these very skies, 

And probing their immensities 

I found God there, His visible power 

Yet felt in my heart ; amid all its sense 

Of the power, an equal evidence 

That His love, there too, was the nobler dower? " 

And then follows a passage, which, to my 
mind, points to the central ground of our belief 
that all is well — that, in a life beyond, the broken 
lights will come together, the discords find their 
concord. 

Browning has never soared higher than in this 
new argument from analogy, that as the small 
intelligence of man conceives the fitting and need- 
ful and right, the large intelligence, manifested in 
Creation, cannot fall short of man's measure, — nay, 
must realize and transcend it. It is the thought 
expressed by Sidgwick, our latest moral philoso- 
pher, in his profound book *' Methods of Ethics '' 
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— that our reason revolts from a world so irration- 
ally constituted, that a course of conduct which is 
best for the community should ultimately be found 
a failure for the individual — which moral conduct 
would occasionally seem to be, if there be no life 
beyond. 

Listen now to the Poet Seeker's faith, as rea- 
sonable as it is consolatory and sublime ! I wish 
I could quote it entire. How often do we ask, 
** Aye ! but how do I know that God is good ? 
that I shall live and be satisfied by-and-by ? 
that love which never found its earthly close 
shall there see of the travail of its soul and be 
satisfied ? And the answer comes : 

" All is God's 1 
« « • • « 

So, gazing up in my youth at love 
As seen through power, ever above 
All modes which make it manifest, 
My soul brought all to a single test — 
That He, the Eternal First and Last, 
Who in His power had so surpassed 
All man conceives of what is might — 
Whose wisdom, too, show'd infinite — 
Would prove as infinitely good ; 
Would never (my soul understood), 
With power to work all love desires. 



1 34 Poets in the Pulpit. 

Bestow e'en less than man requires — 
That He who endlessly was teaching, 
Above my spirit's utmost reaching, 
What love can do in the leaf or stone. 
Would never need that I, in turn. 
Should point Him out defect unheeded. 
And show that God had yet to learn 
What the meanest human creature needed — 
Not life, to wit, for a few short years 
Tracking his way through doubts and fears. 
* # # * * 

No ; love, which on earth, amid all the shows of it. 
Has ever been seen the sole food of life in it — 
The love ever growing there, spite of the strife in it. 
Shall arise made perfect, from Death's repose of it. 
And I shall behold Thee face to face, 

God, and in Thy light retrace 

How in all I loved here still wast Thou ! 
Whom pressing to, then, as I fain would now, 

1 shall find as able to satiate 

The love, Thy gift, as my spirit's wonder 

Thou art able to quicken and sublimate 

With this sky of Thine that I now walk under, 

And glory in Thee for, as I gaze — 

Thus ! thus ! Oh, let men keep their ways 

Of seeking Thee in a narrow shrine; 

Be this my way I And this is mine ! " 



II. The Divine Apparition. — Is he in the 
little chapel, or out of it ? He seems to be out- 
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side, on the lonely moorland, at night. But the 

place matters not ; he is in the spirit. The dream, 

the trance, the ecstasy is all. He looks up — 

"The rain and the wind ceased, and the sky 
Received at once the full fruition 
Of the moon's consummate apparition." 

In that moment his soul, at its highest tension, is 
very near to God. The skies bend down to him ; he 
is aware of a power and presence, and his open 
vision begins, his whole frame quivering with in- 
tense excitement. 

" All at once I looked up with terror : 

He was there * * * 

He Himself, with his human hair, 

On the narrow pathway, just before : 

I saw the back of Him — no more. 

He had left the chapel then, as I. 

I forgot all about the sky. 

No face : only the sight 

Of a sweeping garment, vast and white, 

With a hem that I could recognize. 

I felt no terror — no surprise. 

My mind filled with the cataract 

At one bound of the mighty fact ! 

I remember He did say, 

Doubtless, that, to the world's end, 

Where two or three should meet and pray 

He would be in their midst — their Friend. 

Certainly He was there with them ! " 



1 36 Poets in the Pulpit. 

The Lord Christ makes as though He would 
pass on, but — 

" I hastened — cried out, while I pressed 
To the salvation of the Vest — 
* But not so, Lord ! It cannot be 
That Thou indeed art leaving me — 
Me, that have despised Thy friends 
Did my heart make no amends ? 
Thou art the love of God 1 ' " 

And suddenly, as he pours forth his wild supplica- 
tion, his — 

" Body is caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the Vesture's amplitude, still eddying 
On, just before." 

His own heart, with true love trembling, no more 
scorning the Lord^s friends in the little chapel, is 
accepted by the Lord and Master of both. 

HI. In St. Peter's at Rome. — In a moment 
the scene changes : we are at Rome ; the mighty 
basilica of St. Peter — 

" Is alive. 
Men in the chancel, body, and nave — 
Men on the pillar and architrave- 
Men on the statues — men on the tombs ; 
All famishing in expectation 
Of the main-altar consummation." 
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It is the Popish mass — the doctrine, the super- 
stition, of transubstantiation. And Christ enters : 
Christ enters the Roman church as well as the 
dissenting chapel ; and he, the Seeker, repelled by 
Romish superstition, as he has been by Protestant 
ignorance and vulgarity — he, the Seeker, is again 
left without : 

" ' Yes,' i said, ' that He wUl go 

And sit with these in turn, I know. 

Their faith^s heart beats, though her head swims 

Too giddily to guide her limbs. 

« * « « « 

* ♦ Though Rome's gross robe 

Drops off, no more to be endured, 
Her teaching is not so obscured 
By errors and perversities, 
That no truth shines athwart the bier. 
And He whose eye detects a spark. 
Even where to man's the whole seems dark. 
May well see flame." 

In another moment he is in the great basilica, 
and his voice swells the strain of common praise : 

" I see the error ; but above 
The scope of error, see the love ! " 

As between sect and sect, church and chapel, 
Romanist and Protestant, his lesson has been 
learned : 
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" I will be wise another time, 
And not desire a wall between us 
When next I see a church-roof cover 
So many species of one genus, 
All with their foreheads bearing Lover 
Written above the earnest ^yes of them. '* 

IV. The German Lecture-Room. — Once 
more his body is — 

" Caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the Vesture's amplitude, still eddying 
On, just before him." 

Is he not now worthy to enter everywhere ? 
Twice in despising the intellectual narrowness and 
bigotry of others, he has been convicted of a cold 
and narrow heart himself. Surely now he may 
enter everywhere. But no ; he is once more outside 
— outside a sort of temple, perhaps a college, some- 
where in Germany — at Tubingen or Gottingen. It 
is probably Dr. Strauss, the great destructive 
German critic, who is lecturing inside — lecturing 
with intense earnestness, no doubt, and lecturing on 
Christ too. And Christ enters ! whilst the Truth 
Seeker enters not, but just looks in, and sees the 
Professor facing his rows of attentive pupils, a 
martyr to mild enthusiasm. The discourse is de- 
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structive of much of the framework of the Gospel 
history, but it is earnest, high toned, and moral ; 
and there is something even in that throng of atten- 
tive students which attracts the Christ ; but the 
Seeker on the threshold thus sums up his three 
experiences of Dissenters, Papists, and Critic : 

" This time He would not bid me enter 
The exhausted air-bell of the critic. 
Truth^s atmosphere may grow mephitic 
When Papist struggles with Dissenter. 
« « * • « 

Each that thus sets the pure air seething 
May poison it for healthy breathing. 
But the Critic leaves no air to poison — 
Pumps out, with ruthless ingenuity, 
Atom by atom, and leaves you — vacuity." 

It is not likely that Mr. Browning would at this 
time of day speak of the results of German criticism 
in these inadequate terms. We must remember 
that this satire on Strauss was written in 1 849, when 
people in England were so terrified at the destruc- 
tive critics abroad, that they failed to see the extent 
to which the new research and learning was pre- 
paring a new mould for the Christian idea. In 
fact, we have gained enormously by all this minute 
and honest examination of the Old and New Tes- 
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taments. We really gather for the first time what 
the life of Christ and His disciples must, in the main 
situations, have been ; what the people were — the 
Romans, the Jews, the Greeks ; what Rome, and 
Jerusalem, and the Mediterranean Isles, and the 
fair provinces of Asia Minor, with their Greek 
settlements, and little Jewries dotted about in every 
important town — what, in fine, the world was under 
Tiberius Caesar and Nero. We see now how the 
Gospels came together ; we separate between those 
elements derived from the apostles at Jerusalem, 
the little group of friends who clung to our 
Lord's family in exile, and the free Pauline element, 
which failed to mould the Christianity of the two 
first centuries, but has dominated the remaining 
sixteen hundred years of the Christian era. 

The Truth Seeker of 1849 would not see, what 
is evident now, how that many of his difficulties of 
belief would be solved, not by any fresh attempt 
to swallow obsolete dogmas called distinctively 
Christian, but by such a re-statement of Bible inspi- 
ration, the divinity of Christ, the future life of man, 
the Divine Presence with him here, as would make 
these truths as tenable and self-evident in their 
new form as they were tenable and self-evident in 
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the old forms which we are still struggling to be 
free of. And how helpful the new criticism was 
going to be to the reconstruction of theology, Mr. 
Browning could not possibly then see ; but we see, 
it, and rejoice in it. Still, with a fine instinct, the 
poet notes that Christ enters the critic's lecture- 
room, although he is excluded. He seems then to 
grow a little uneasy at his own strictures : 

" Could my soul find aught to sing in tune with, 
Even at this lecture, if she tried ? " 

And further on, remembering his mistaken scorn 
of Sion chapel : 

" Unlearned love was safe from spuming ; 
Can't we respect your loveless learning?" 

Which he could not, for he did not really un- 
derstand its drift. He could only sneer at the Pro- 
fessor recommending us to go on looking up to 
Christ, after robbing Him of His divinity. For 
the first time the Seeker becomes something like a 
cynic. He is now convinced of every one*s imbe- 
cility as regards religious matters, and he is will- 
ing that every one should call themselves Christian, 
or anything they please, as long as they let him 
alone with his own pet beliefs. The communion with 
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loving souls which he was beginning to find whilst 
keeping close to Christ, is thus abruptly broken. 
But with the entrance in of this cynical indifference 
— with this loss of love — Christ has also departed. 

The calm of the night has passed — the horrible 
storm begun afresh : '* Because thou art neither 
hot nor cold, therefore I will spew thee out of My 
mouth ! '' 

Indifference is, after all, the one thing which 

separates from Christ — which damns : 

" The black night caught me in his mesh, 
WhirFd me up, and flung me prone ; 
I looked, and far there, ever fleeting- 
Far, far away — the receding gesture. 
And looming of the lessening Vesture, 
Swept forward from my stupid hand. 
While I watch'd my foolish heart expand, 
In the lazy glow of benevolence, 
O'er the various modes of man's belief" 

Roused by the fear of losing his Divine Guide — 

" I caught at the flying robe unrepelFd, 
Was lapp'd again in its folds, full fraught 
With warmth, and wonder, and delight, 
God's mercy being infinite ! 
For scarce had the words escaped my tongue. 
When, at a passionate bound, I spnmg 
Out of the wandering world of rain. 
Into the little chapel again." 
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The dream — for It was a dream — ^is over. The 
soul had its troubled starting from a poor little 
dissenting ^ chapel ; it had gone a pilgrimage 
thence with its Lord ; it had learnt at last that 
separation from man was separation from God — 
that they who best commune with Him can best 
commune in love with each other. Before men's 
frailties and bigotries, scorn is out of place, for 
the best of us are frail and narrow compared 
with Him ; before the religion of the heart, 
learning and intellect stand abashed ; that is a holy 
of holies, open to the poorest and meanest, into 
which they enter not ; they may become its senti- 
nels and outside ministers — it can never become 
theirs. The incense of prayer shall rise for ever and 
ever from a thousand temples and ten thousand 
tongues, but the essence and core of religion is 
one and indivisible, in all ages and in all climes ; 
it is the discovery of love, the appropriation of 
love, the offering of love — often revealed to babes, 
and sometimes hidden from the wise and learned. 
" He prayeth best who loveth best." 
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THE " HIGH CHURCH " AND THE CHRISTIAN 
YEAR. 
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VI. 

THE ''HIGH CHURCH** AND THE CHRISTIAN 
YEAR. 

|N discussing Keble and ** The Christian 
Year/' I shall not merely read a few 
extracts and make a few comments, 
but I shall try to give you a clear view, if only in 
outline, of the great High Church movement, in 
its first, as well as in that second development in 
the midst of which we are now living. 

There is nothing so improving to the mind as 
to hold together the great religious movements of 
each age, in their right connexion. They are 
none of them isolated phenomena, the eccentrici- 
ties of priests or people. They have their origin, 
rise, progress, and decay. You can never do 
them, or the men that lead them, justice until you 
understand that. You must note how one move- 
ment of thought, one set of men, one class of 
books, come from certain states, tendencies, and 
necessities of the age. And therefore it is in- 

L 2 
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structive and desirable to trace how the High 
Church, the Low Church, and the Broad Church 
movements came about. I shall leave the Broad 
Church movement alone to-night, and proceed to 
trace Ritualism to its source. 

I. The Evangelical Movement. — The 
old Evangelical movement in the early part of 
the present century was still living on the impulse 
of Wesley, in the persons of Newton, Romaine, and 
Dr. Haweis, rector of Aldwinckle, first chaplain to 
the Countess of Huntingdon, and her executor. 

But the real life of religion had run, or was 
daily being successfully forced by the old dry- 
church party, into dissenting channels. Robert 
Hall, Jay of Bath, and others, had passed away, 
leaving imitators^ such as McNeile of Liverpool, 
Melville, and Close, who expressed powerfully 
enough the expiring force of the movement intel- 
lectually, and Edward Irving, who seemed, previous 
to his fanatical outburst, destined to re-clothe its 
threadbare theology. 

The strength of the old Evangelical movement 
was the depth of its personal religion ; and the weak- 
ness of it was its anarchy, its religious lawlessness, 
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its want of culture, and its narrow fanaticism. But 
what the Evangelical, or Low Church movement, 
did for England, was to restore the spiritual element 
to the life of the everyday world, just as their suc- 
cessors of the High Church restored the spiritual 
element to the services of the church ; but the 
Low Church did its work by trampling upon 
forms and ceremonies — the High Church by exalt- 
ing them, as we shall presently see. Still the 
Evangelicals made men look within ; they roused 
the conscience ; they preached the terrors of the 
Lord, the doctrine of conversion and sweet inward 
peace in Jesus. They stood for the conscious 
communion between the soul and God, indepen- 
dent of, though not unassisted by, sacraments, but 
hardly independent of rousing pulpit eloquence. 
Their activity and earnestness became a flame in 
Whitfield, and an organization in Wesley. And 
the vitality of the system, like that of so many 
other strong constitutions, has long outlived its 
intellect, and even its common sense. 

In 1839, on the centenary of Methodism, a sum 
of 216,000/. was collected for the objects of the 
society; in 1851 there were 428 circuits, with 
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between 13,000 and 14,000 local preachers, about 
920 itinerant preachers ; and now there are con- 
siderably more than 6580 chapels. Well, all this 
energy ought to have been taken up by the church ; 
and if our bishops and clergy had known what 
they were about with the people when those 
persons came to stand up and teach, the maternal 
church should haye managed to find room within 
her for this mass of devotional enthusiasts, instead 
of slamming the door in their faces. It is a 
scandal, and a reflection upon Church of England 
policy and administration, that my grandfather, 
Dr. Haweis, holding Evangelical opinions, should 
have died an English rector, whilst a few years 
later the Lady Huntingdon sect, professing opinions 
identical with his, should have been thrust out of 
the Church of England. The church thus lost 
Joseph Sortain, of Brighton, one of the most re- 
fined and eloquent preachers of his day. And I 
make bold to say, standing in a Church of England 
pulpit, and being myself a minister of the Established 
Church, that if it had not been for the religious 
life expressed now in various forms of dissent, and 
expressed at the beginning of this century in the 
shape of the burning Evangelical movement, there 
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would not have been much religion left in this 
country. 

II. The High Church Movement. — For 
the High Church movement we must go back at 
least to the year 1 830 ; and before we can hope to 
understand the intellectual or religious aspect of 
the movement, we must realize the political atmo- 
sphere of France and England at this time. 

In 1830 the Revolution broke out in Paris: it 
was the cumulative rebound from the iron despot- 
ism of Napoleon. Miserable as it was, it was still 
the gasping of new-bom freedom, so soon to be 
stifled by the dulness of Louis Philippe and the 
crimes of Louis Napoleon. In the midst of mili- 
tary conscription and social slavery the people 
sought the air of freedom — in literature, in art, in 
politics, and broke out wherever they could into 
lawlessness and anarchy. 

That impulse reached our own shores, but with 
a certain spent force. Still it set up a profound 
agitation and political turmoil between the years 
1 838 and 1 847. In 1 828 the repeal of the Test and 
Corporation Acts opened Parliament to dissenters ; 
in 1829 came ''Catholic emancipation;'* in 
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1 83 1 Lord John Russell's famous Reform Bill was 
fought for and won ; old institutions were daily 
threatened ; the prelates felt their position in 
the Lords insecure ; the abolition of church-rates 
was vehemently demanded, by people who thought 
that the National Church of England had sunk so 
low that it had better be swept away altogether ; 
the separation of church and state was openly 
advocated by eloquent writers ; and party feeling 
ran so high that several of the Irish clergy were 
assassinated in 1834, and ten Irish bishoprics were 
abolished. 

What did all this mean ? It meant that in a stirring 
irritable age the Church of England had lost power 
with the people. She had lost it mainly by ban- 
ishing a rash and, it must be said, irritable and 
somewhat lawless section of the Evangelicals, who 
were at -the close of the last century the life-blood 
of religion ; while those who remained in the church 
were allowed to do so because they had lost the 
early glow, and the inconvenient fervour and piety, 
which characterized the church of Wesley, Ro- 
maine, and Haweis of Aldwinckle. 

About this time (1830) there came up to Oxford 
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University a small band of earnest men, deeply 
evangelical in piety, who mourned over the fact that 
evangelical religion had sunk so low and had assumed 
without the pale of the National Church forms so 
lawless and extravagant. These men sighed for 
discipline; they sought to revive church order. 
And what were their names ? John Keble ; John 
Henry Newman, now living, and in his 80th year 
(1880) ; then Pusey, now Dr. Pusey, in his 80th 
year ; Manning, now Cardinal Manning, in his 68th 
year ; Faber, afterwards Father Faber, the author of 
the beautiful hymn " The Pilgrims of the Night,*' 
&c. ; then Mr. Froude ; and Mr. Gladstone, the 
future premier of England ; then Palmer, Neale, 
Percival, and William Gresley, who was for some 
years identified with the services at St. PauPs, 
Brighton, whom I had the privilege of knowing, 
and under whom I had the privilege of sitting in 
my boyhood. 

All these men presented to their fellow-students 
the aspect of Evangelicals, but added to the 
characteristic of personal piety, a passionate 
desire and resolution to restore the church to 
pristine order and discipline. At this time there 
was no idea that the movement, if such it could 
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be called, savoured of Rome or Popery. These 
men were deeply convinced that if the Church 
of England were to be revived they must 
take their stand on reverence for the clegry and 
devotion to the Prayer Book, with a determination 
to make the utmost, if not the best, possible use of 
it. But indeed there was much to mend in the 
current church services, which many of us are old 
enough to remember. What a dismal affair that 
'* old style '* was ! the parson in one box and the 
clerk in another, the parson nodding when the 
clerk was awake, and the clerk nodding when the 
parson was awake, and the congregation never 
awake at all, but dotted about in their high pews 
dozing through the ceremony, while half-a-dozen 
professional ladies and gentlemen in a gallery sang 
or did not sing, as it pleased them, but lolled about, 
fanning themselves, yawning or whispering, and 
generally showing the greatest contempt for the 
whole proceedings. 

A peep in imagination only into one of those 
dry church establishments is quite enough to make 
us understand the reason why disestablishment and 
the abolition of church-rates were threatened. At 
first a simple statement of common aims and 
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objects was agreed upon by the young under- 
graduates, who met constantly in each other's 
rooms at Oxford. It was thus worded : 

"Objects of the Association. 

" (i) To maintain pure and inviolate the 
doctrines, the services, and the discipline of the 
church ; that is, to withstand all changes which 
involve denial or suppression of doctrine, a depar- 
ture from primitive practice in religious offices or 
innovation upon the apostolical prerogatives, order, 
and communion of bishops, priests, and deacons. 

*^ (2) To afford churchmen an opportunity of 
exchanging their sentiments, and co-operating to- 
gether on a large scale.'' 

This they all signed. The suppression of the ten 
Irish bishoprics called forth Keble's famous sermon 
on the Great Apostasy ; and the Association pro- 
cured the signatures of 7000 clergymen to a docu- 
ment of a comparatively mild and general charac- 
ter, addressed to the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and expressing devotion to '* the apostolical order 
and doctrine of the church," attachment to the 
** venerable liturgy," " devotion to the orthodox and 
primitive faith," and a desire " to promote the 
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purity, efficiency, and unity of the church/' This 
seemed at first innocent enough. 

In 1834 no less than 23,000 of the laity signed 
a document in a similar sense, deprecating any 
separation between church and state, and regret- 
ing the latitudinarianism abroad ; for another spirit 
wa^ abroad, the infant, though Herculean, throes of 
the Broad Church. Isaac Taylor had dissected the 
roots of religious feeling in the *' Natural History 
of Enthusiasm ; *' Arnold, afterwards Master of 
Rugby, had advocated a church broad enough to 
contain dissenters of almost every grade ; whilst 
Maurice, afterwards Professor of Moral Philosophy 
at Cambridge, who in his later years honoured me 
with his friendship and counsel, had already, in the 
** Kingdom of Christ,** laid the spiritual founda- 
tion of the Church of the Future, in his vivid per- 
ception and proclamation of the universal Father- 
hood of God. 

All this, which seemed to the rising school of 
earnest devotees of authority and the venerable 
past, most loose and dangerous doctrine, was, 
along with the internal apathy of the Establish- 
ment, duly denounced by the " Association," lay 
and clerical. These protests seemed to meet with 
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general public approval — ^no one was committed to 
action, and England, startled for a moment at the 
notion of the church's overthrow, accepted what 
was in effect the note of revolution as the sign of re- 
turning peace and security. But the fact is we are 
not a revolutionary people ; and if we have our 
periods of agitation and reform, we are rather 
frightened afterwards for fear we should have gone 
too fast and too far. We see this every day in 
politics, and the consequence is we invariably have 
a Conservative reaction after a little move forwards. 
In proof of it, witness the late career of that great 
statesman, that eloquent political orator, Mr. Glad- 
stone. Having risen to the highest pitch of popu- 
larity — having wielded an almost despotic power for 
a few years — he was suddenly driven from office 
by a strong Conservative reaction, and the country 
installed a Conservative statesman at the helm, and 
sent Lord Beaconsfield to Berlin in 1878. 

Following the agitation of 1830, the Evangelical 
protest signed by 7000 clergymen, and the manifesto 
signed by 23,000 of the laity, were both warmly re- 
ceived as a general conservative expression of 
feeling. The old, familiar, all-potent watchwords. 
Church and State, seemed for a moment to be as 
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powerful to conjure with as ever. The British 
Constitution must be upheld ! Good ; but is this 
what the Oxford movement really meant ? Not a 
bit of it. What did the Newman, Pusey, Manning, 
and Gladstone of the period really mean ? They 
were quite straightforward, unsuspicious themselves 
of the inexorable logic of tendency. They meant to 
restore the church of the first three centuries. 
Where must they go for information, but to the 
Church of Rome — Rome the mother of churches ? 
Held she not the keys of all the creeds ? the tra- 
ditions of the elders ? the ecclesiastical oracles ? 
So first they learnt what had been done and taught 
in the first three centuries ; they mastered the theo- 
logy of the fathers, then of the schoolmen, and there 
they found a good deal which was not done or 
taught in the primitive church, but as it seemed 
good and edifying, and generally rousing, they 
worked it up into their reformed church system, 
finding the externals of mediaeval worship and the 
internals of ascetic discipline both attractive and 
fruitful. 

This '* growth " on the primitive church was 
covered and accounted for by Newman's Theory 
of Development, from which it appeared that many 
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things not originally known were the legitimate 
tendencies of a growing Clfurch. So were slid in 
a taste for purgatory and the confessional, worship 
of saints, and prayers for the dead, and under the 
formal doctrine of apostolical succession, a great 
deal of sympathy with the supremacy of the Pope 
as the real head on earth of Christendom. 

As regards the Protestant tendencies of the 
Prayer Book, and the signature of the formularies 
generally, these were smoothed down by the 
teaching in Tract 90 (Newman), which held it 
lawful to sign in a non-natural sense when the 
natural sense was inconvenient — a happy privilege, 
which all parties in the church continued to stretch 
to the utmost, until it broke under the strain, and 
resulted in the relaxed conditions imposed on the 
clergy of the Church of England. 

Up to the appearance of Tract 90, and indeed 
for some time after, there seems to have been no 
intention to aid the cause of Romanism in England. 
Mr. Palmer, a leading member of the Oxford move- 
ment, says, *' There was no dishonesty on our part, 
no wish to promote Romanism, no disloyalty to 
the Church of England. I might refer (as a proof 
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that the Oxford movement did not mean Rome) 
to the works of Hook, Gresley, Gladstone, 
Manning, and very many others ; " and later he 
quotes Pusey against Rome, and dwells with 
special complacency upon Mr. Newman, as one of 
those who had said the hardest things against 
Rome and Romish tendencies. But at that very 
moment the strongest souls were being borne most 
swiftly into the bosom of the great mother of 
churches. 

In 1845 Newman, who had created theTract- 
arian theory, forsook it, and went over to Rome. 
In 1 85 1 Manning followed his example ; and Pusey 
was freely accused of staying in the English 
Church in order to make converts for Rome. But 
to his honour it must be admitted, that a long and 
faithful life has proved that it was an illogical 
head, and not a false heart, that prevented Dr. 
Pusey from seeing the conclusion to his premises. 
Newman saw that bad was the best that could be 
said for the Tractarians, and Monsignor Capel has 
had to explain the same thing to Canon Liddon. 
Indeed nothing is more unedifying and surprising 
to the outside public than the ease with which 
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Roman theologians can disperse the foundations 
of the Tractarian movement, whenever it pleases 
some over-zealous ritualist to reconstruct the 
famous card castle, first built, and then deliberately 
destroyed, by their greatest champion, and certainly 
their only thinker. 

But I have a little anticipated the course of 
events. The Tractarian movement made little 
progress until its friendship for the Pope and its 
hatred of the English Reformation were understood. 
This at length rallied party-feeling on both sides ; 
and the signal for revolution, the red flag of 
the movement, was Vestments ! As long as High 
Church meant only Tracts, it seemed to be with- 
out hold over the public imagination ; but with the 
introduction of vestments all England fell into a 
blaze ! 

Before the full fury of the No Popery ! cry had 
arisen, Newman was safely over the border ; but he 
left the country perfectly distracted behind him. 
In Ritualism we have, at once the great glory and 
the great blot of the system, according to that side 
of the medal which happens to be turned upper- 
most. The blot is, that the ceremonies are intended 

M 
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to enforce doctrines and practices generally re- 
pudiated by England at the Reformation ; but its 
glory is the glory of revived reverence, decency, 
and attractiveness of the church services. 

The movement had the genius to appropriate to 
itself the things which appeal to the eye and ear ; 
it consecrated once more the senses to God. 

Before we come to Keble as a part of the High 
Church movement, see well, for your instruction 
to-night, what are the weak places of that great 
religious revival, and mark also what must be its 
enduring strength. The weak places of High 
Churchism are, ist, indifference to truth ; for it is so 
passionately devoted to forms and ceremonies that 
it regards with comparative indifference the facts 
of history, and the application of common criticism 
and common sense. It still maintains, in almost 
all its baldness, the theory of verbal inspiration, or 
at least the theory of Bible infallibility. Read 
Christopher Wordsworth's (the present Bishop of 
Lincoln) Notes to the Four Gospels. It still 
maintains the almost inspired nature of the Prayer 
Book, although we all know how parts of that for- 
mulary have been wrangled over ; and how some 
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parts of it were left, not because they were good 
and wholesome, but because one faction or the 
other happened to win. Every scholar knows what 
a mixed bit of work the Prayer Book is ; and yet 
the Ritualist seems to regard the Romanist por- 
tions of the book as inspired almost as the Bible. 

Keble finds the greatest comfort in simply go- 
ing through the church prayers, and says we 
should hear in each prayer the voice of God 
himself, that and the voice of God's Church being 
the same thing. Even here we may admit that 
it is true to a certain extent of many prayers that 
they are inspired by the purest devotion ; but even 
this is not to be aflfirmed of every utterance of the 
Prayer Book, and I call the assertion that it is so, 
simply indifference to truth. 

2ndly, We have baptismal regeneration, transub- 
stantiation, and similar doctrines. Over each of 
these things you can dispute, but not one of them 
will bear the clear light of reason. 

Transubstantiation — or that doctrine which does 
service for it with the Ritualists — ^was seen to be 
untrue, and England will never take kindly to it 
again. But now as ever, men will not live in the 
spirit ; they will have these mystical things to con- 
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jure with among the people. The clerical assump- 
tion of these supernatural powers is another in- 
stance of indifference to truth, and indifference to 
truth is weakness not strength. 

But the clear virtues of the High Church move- 
ment are these : it is a visible and symbolic witness 
of Divine order upon earth ; the perception — as 
against the anarchy of dissent, and the conceit of 
individualism — that God is a God of order; the 
correction of the vagaries and caprice of the private 
conscience, by a fixed, if traditional, system of 
worship and praise ; the conviction that there 
must be a voice in the church, an orderly hierarchy, 
a settled administration, a fixed form of service ; 
that unless these things are, confusion and out- 
lawry must result. 

And every one of us is benefited by such teaching 
as this. We have all derived a more settled notion 
of how we ought to conduct religious services if 
we wish to infuse life into the Prayer Book. If we 
wish to know what the Prayer Book means, we 
must learn to see in it an attempt at least to 
witness for the visible rule of Christ upon earth. 

Then note, further, the patient and exhaustive 
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way in which the High Church party has appro- 
priated, and revived in the hearts of the people, the 
teachings of Christ's life, by calling attention to 
the seasons of the Christian year. How do you 
suppose that forty years ago I could have ventured 
to have a choral service like this, without being 
called a rank Puseyite ? Why, forty years ago^ and 
less, clergymen who dressed their choirs in white 
vestments were called Romanists, and hissed and 
pelted in the public streets. If they had anything 
but plain ivy at Christmas about the church, they 
were called Puseyites ; and if they decorated their 
churches at Easter they would have the school 
teachers, the churchwardens, and all the influen- 
tial " old women " of the parish, down upon them. 
All this went on within my memory. Hear John 
Henry Newman's account of this matter, together 
with a crowning tribute to John Keble and the 
*' Christian Year," which will form a fit prelude to 
our review of it : — 

*'Much certainly came of the ' Christian Year;' 
it was the most soothing, tranquillizing, subduing 
work of the day : if poems can be found to enliven 
in dejection, and to comfort in anxiety ; to cool 
the over-sanguine, to refresh the weary, and to 
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awe the worldly ; to instil resignation into the im- 
patient, and calmness into the fearful and agitated 
— they are these. 

" Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta, 
Quale sopor fessis in gramine ; quale per sestum 
Dulcis aquae saliente sitim restinguere rivo." 

Or like the Shepherd's Pipe in the Oriental Vision, 
of which we are told, that ' the sound was exceed- 
ingly sweet, and wrought into a variety of tunes 
that were inexpressibly melodious, and altogether 
different from anything I had ever heard. They 
put me in mind of those heavenly airs which are 
played to the departing souls of good men upon 
their first arrival in Paradise, to wear out the im- 
pressions of the last agonies, and to qualify them 
for the pleasures of that place. I drew near with 
the reverence which is due to a superior nature, 
and as my heart was entirely subdued by the cap- 
tivating strains I had heard, I fell down at his 
feet and wept.' 

^\ Such was the gift of the author of the ' Chris- 
tian Year;' and he used it in attaching the minds 
of the rising generation to the church of his pre- 
decessors, Ken and Herbert. He did that for the 
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Church of England which none but a poet could 
do ; he made it poetical. It is sometimes asked 
whether poets are not more commonly found ex- 
ternal to the church than among her children ; 
and it would not surprise us to find the question 
answered in the affirmative. Poetry is the refuge 
of those who have not the Catholic Church to 
flee to, and repose upon ; for the church herself is 
the most sacred and august of poets. Poetry, 
as Mr. Keble lays it down in his University lec- 
tures on the subject, is a method of relieving the 
over-burdened mind. It is a channel through 
which emotion finds expression, and that a .safe 
regulated expression. Now what is the Catholic 
Church, viewed in her human aspect, but a dis- 
cipline of the affections and passions ? What are 
her ordinances and practices, but the regulated 
expression of keen, or deep, or turbid feeling, and 
thus a ' cleansing,' as Aristotle would word it, of 
the sick soul ? She is the poet of her children ; 
full of music to soothe the sad, and control the 
wayward; wonderful in story for the imagination 
of the romantic ; rich in symbol and imagery, so 
that gentle and delicate feelings, which will not 
bear words, may in silence intimate their presence. 
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or commune with themselves. Her very being is 
poetry ; every psalm, every petition, every collect, 
every versicle, the cross, the mitre, the thurible, 
is a fulfilment of some dream of childhood, or 
aspiration of youth. Such poets as are bom 
under her shadow, she takes into her service ; she 
sets them to write hymns, or to compose chants, 
to embellish shrines, or to determine ceremonies, 
or to marshal processions ; nay, she can even 
make schoolmen of them, as she made of 
St. Thomas, till logic becomes poetical. Now 
the author of the ' Christian Year ' found the 
Anglican system all but destitute of this Divine 
element, which is an essential property of Catholi- 
cism ; a ritual dashed upon the ground, trodden 
on, and broken piecemeal ; prayers clipped, pieced, 
torn, shuffled about at pleasure, until the meaning 
of the composition perished, and offices which had 
been poetry were no longer even good prose; 
antiphons, hymns, benedictions, invocations, 
shovelled away ; Scripture lessons turned into 
chapters ; heaviness, feebleness, unwieldiness, 
where the Catholic rites had had the lightness and 
airiness of a spirit ; vestments chucked off, lights 
quenched, jewels stolen, the pomp and circum- 
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stances of worship annihilated; a dreariness 
which could be felt, and which seemed the token 
of an Incipient Socinianism, forcing itself upon the 
eye, the ear, the nostrils, of the worshipper, as 
smdi of dust and damp, not of incense ; a sound 
of ministers preaching Catholic prayers, and parish 
clerks droning out Catholic canticles ; the royal 
a^ins Jor the crucifix ; ugly huge boxes of wood, 
ttCrei^l to preachers, frowning upon the congrega- 
tion ia the place of the mysterious altar ; and the 
long (cathedral aisles unused, railed oif like the 
toml>«r(as they were) of what had been, and was 
not ; and for orthodoxy, a frigid, inelastic, incon- 
sistent, dull, helpless, dogmatic, which could give 
no just account of itself, yet was intolerant of all 
teaching which contained a doctrine more, or a 
doctrine less, and resented every attempt to give 
it a meaning : — such was the religion of which this 
gifted author was, not the judge and denouncer (a 
deep spirit of reverence hindered it), but the reno- 
vator, so far as it has been renovated. Clear as was 
his perception of the degeneracy of his times, he 
attributed nothing of it to his church, over which 
he threw the poetry of his own mind, and the 
memory of better days. 



1 70 Poets in the Pulpit. 

" His happy magic made the Anglican Church 
seem what Catholicism was and is. The esta- 
blished system found to its surprise, that it had 
been all its life talking, not prose, but poetry. 

* Miraturque novas frondes, et non sua poma.* / 

" Beneficed clergymen used to go to rest as usual 
on Christmas-eve, and leave to ringers, or some- 
times to caroUers, the observance which was 
paid, not without creature comforts, to the sacred 
night ; but now they suddenly found themselves, 
to their great surprise, to be ' wakeful shepherds ;' 
and * still as the day came round,' ' in music 
and in light,' the new-bom Saviour 'dawned 
upon their prayer.' Anglican bishops had not 
only lost the habit of blessing, but had sometimes 
been startled and vexed when asked to do so; 
but now they were told of their * gracious arm 
stretched out to bless ;' moreover, what they had 
never dreamed when they were gazetted or did 
homage, they were taught that each of them was 
' an apostle true, a crowned and robed seer.' The 
parish church had been shut up, except for vestry 
meetings and occasional services, all days of the 
year but Sundays, and one or two other sacred 
days; but church-goers were now assured that 
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* martyrs and saints ' dawned on their way ; that 
the Absolution in the Common Prayer Book was 

* the golden key each mom and eve ; ' and in* 
formed, moreover, at a time, too, when the real 
presence was all but utterly forgotten or denied, 
of * the dear feast of Jesus dying, upon that altar 
ever lying, while angels prostrate fall.' They 
learned, besides, that what their pastors had spoken 
of, and churchwardens had used at vestry meet- 
ings, as a mere table, was * the dread altar ;' and 
that * holy lamps were blazing ; perfumed embers 
quivering bright/ while * stoled priests minister 
at them ; while the floor was by knees of sinners 
worn.' 

'* Such doctrines, coming from one who had such 
claims on his readers from the weight of his name, 
the depth of his devotional and ethical tone, and the 
special gift of consolation, of which his poems 
themselves were the evidence, wrought a great 
work in the Establishment. The Catholic Church 
speaks for itself; the Anglican needs external 
assistance : his poems became a sort of comment 
upon its formularies and ordinances, and almost 
elevated them into the dignity of a religious system. 
It kindled hearts towards his church ; it gave a 
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something for the gentle and forlorn to cling to ; 
and it raised up advocates for it among those 
who otherwise, if God and their good angel had 
suffered it, might have wandered away into some 
sort of philosophy, and acknowledged no church 
at all. Such was the influence of Keble's 
' Christian Year/ '' ' 

Can we not then turn to our High Church brethren 
and claim some common ground ? Can we not 
say, It is owing to you that the love of piety has 
spread again within the church ; and we, who do not 
agree with your doctrines, and think you overstate 
this and understate that, still desire to take the 
best things you can give us, and to thank you 
for them, and not pretend that we have discovered 
them ourselves. It is true we cannot, like you, 
denounce the Reformation as something little less 
than a national disaster. We cannot, like you, long 
to sit once more at the feet of our dear father the 
Pope. Because we see how, century after century, 
the church has blundered, we cannot, like you, 
always accept its dictation, as defined by your 
favourite pastors, as inspired — still less as in- 
* Essays, Crit and Hist., vol. ii. p. 441. 
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fallible. But we can join you in your deep rever- 
ence for holy things and places — in your desire to 
revivify what is good in the Prayer Book ; we can 
bear with you when you accuse us of ignorance, or 
indifference to a theology which, after all, I for one 
was brought up in, and which no thoughtful and 
candid person should ignore or reject without exa- 
mination ; and we follow you, though not in every 
detail, in your general sense of order and discipline, 
without surrendering the invisible witness of God 
in the converted hearts, which, after all, was the 
gift of your great Low Church predecessors in the 
Church of England. 

This, then, is some account of the good work of 
the Oxford school : without losing the personal 
piety and devotion of the Evangelicals, they have 
greater love for law and order, and they have 
added to this the glory of practical Christlike 
activity amongst the poor. They have worked 
nobly according to their lights in the highways 
and hedges, in the bye-ways and alleys, of our land ; 
their schools, their sisterhoods, their parochial 
agencies, present often admirable examples, fit for 
general imitation wherever a parish has to be 
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organized; and if the zeal of God's house some- 
times eats up the High Church priest, no one can 
say that he neglects, in season and out of season, 
to feed Christ's lambs with the best food he has 
got. Low Church ! Broad Church ! can you say as 
much ? 

Now Keble, according to Newman, was the 
poet of the movement ; he showed that it was 
beautiful as well as holy ; he shed the enthusiasm 
of a pure and poetic soul over the rigid ceremonial, 
and flooded the austerity of the Christian seasons 
with the sacred glow of immeasurable love and 
pathos. And this is why he has laid hold of 
English hearts and homes ; and the proof of it is 
that you can go to any railway bookstall in the 
land, and buy the 'Christian Year" for a shilling. 

It is out of such a copy, bought thus, that 
I read to-night. I say that this is the greatest 
proof of Keble's wide popularity ; and this he 
has achieved, not by dwelling exclusively on those 
points which divide heart from heart, and inflame 
earnest minds to bitter differences, but by exalting 
in the Oxford movement what is universally beau- 
tiful and true — the order, the devotion, the imagina- 
tion, and steady enthusiasm. He has kindled the 



Keble. 1 7 5 

Prayer Book into life again ; he has clothed again 
with the heat of piety, and with the blossoms of 
poetry, the sacred seasons of the Christian year ! 

III. Keble's Poetry.— Now mark one sign 

of a poet's influence, in the number of his words 

and phrases which have worked themselves into 

the heart of contemporary language. With how 

many of his words are we familiar ! This, no doubt, 

is partly because his works have been adopted as 

popular hymns ; but they have been so adopted 

because they are so popular. 

" There is a book, who runs may read, 
Which heavenly truth imparts ; 
And all the lore its scholars need, 
Pure eyes and Christian hearts. 

The works of God, above, below. 

Within us and around, 
Are pages in that book, to show 

How God Himself is found." 

And the reason why sentences like these work 
themselves into the heart of the people, is that 
they contain some universal truth, that comes 
home to all. And what is the truth in these 
lines ? It is the great doctrine of natural religion 
— the perception that God and mind live and love 
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throughout the visible universe. And such a truth, 
ever evanescent yet ever recurrent amongst men, 
finds here a devotional expression congenial to 
the age. Was it ever more needed ? 
Again, 

" Twas but a little drop of sin 

We saw this morning enter in, 
And lo ! at eventide the world was drowned." 

That holds you for the same reason. It proclaims 

the infinite importance of the infinitely little — a 

truth of science as well as of morals ; a truth ever 

neglected, ever self-asserting — the neglect of little 

things, the significance of small beginnings. 

People say "It is nought, it is nought ;'' but it is 

the 

" Little pitted speck in gamer'd fruit, 
That, rotting inward, slowly moulders all" 

It is 

" The little rift within the lute, 
That by-and-by will make the music mute ; " 

the plague-spot, before the plague ; the cloud 
like a man's hand, before the hurricane ; the little 
cough, which heralds in the rapid consumption ; 
the drop of rain, before the deluge. 

And who amongst us has not neglected the in- 
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sidious approach of sin ? Who has not neglected 

the Httle things, which, increased, presently 

threaten the ruin both of mind and body ? 

Take another example': 

** Not even the tenderest heart, and next our own, 
Knows half the reasons why we smile or sigh." 

Yes! think of the deep solitude of the spirit! Is it 
not true that your best friend knows very little 
about you? Is it not true that you have an in- 
stinctive habit of concealing the innermost things ? 
You cannot give them up. The people who live 
with you know little or nothing about you in those 
silent unexplored soul regions ; as Emerson has 
it, " An unnavigable ocean washes between all 
souls/' 

No doubt we yield different sides of ourselves 
to different persons, and indeed, at different times 
we act and speak very differently in our confi- 
dences with the same person. I cannot yield to 
you that which you cannot command. I cannot 
hold back from you that which you, and perhaps 
you alone, have power to draw from me ; but the 
most you, or any one, will ever get of that 
sacred private thing, my personality, is but a part 
— a broken light. So— ^ r c mp r - 

TJNIVEllblTY \ 
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** Not even the tenderest heart, and next our own, 
Knows half the reasons why we smile or sigh." 

Perhaps Keble is better known to you in the 
adapted hymns, or long fragments of his poems, 
sung in church. In adapting his poems to hymn 
purposes, we sometimes omit some of those strik- 
ing passages which are less appropriate for sing- 
ing than reading ; yet in some of these strains 
Keble seems to have a special glow of inspiration 
resting upon him, half imaginative, half devotional ; 
and thus we often find a choice gem that precedes 
what is sung, and which is never printed in our 
hymn books. That was one reason why the poet 
himself objected to his hymns being sung. He 
knew that the singable parts were generally 
imbedded in a portion which was not singable, 
and he objected to seeing a connected work cut 
up for hymn book needs. But the world has its 
own instincts, and deals rather roughly with 
authors' thoughts and feelings about their own 
works. The people are the best judges, after all, 
of what they want, and they will take it if they can 
get it. 

It is interesting to know that Keble objected to 
have his things sung ; but that is no reason why 
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we should not sing them. Here, then, in one and 
the same hymn is a specimen of what is sung 
and of what is not sung. 

( Unsung^ 
" *Tis gone, that bright and orbfed blaze : 
Fast fading from our wistful gaze, 
Yon mantling cloud has hid from sight 
The last faint pulse of quivering light. 

In darkness and in weariness 
The traveller on his way must press. 
No gleam to watch on tree or tower, 
Whiling away the lonesome hour." 

The singing begins here with the following 
almost unexampled burst of eloquent fervour : 

" Sun of my soul ! Thou Saviour dear I 
It is not night when Thou art near. 
Oh may no earthbom cloud arise 
To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes." 

I know no hymn beginning with a grander 
strain of thoughtful, imaginative contemplation 
and rising so suddenly to such a climax of ecstasy, 
as though the Sun of Righteousness itself had 
suddenly burst upon the darkened spirit, and 
scattered the gloom of night. 

Nor is the Morning Hymn, which is introduced 
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by a similarly unsingable passage, less dear and 
less familiar to us all. Indeed, in his own words — 

" As for some dear familiar strain 
Untired we ask, and ask again ; 
Ever in its melodious store 
Finding a spell, unheard before." 

Even so, as the oft-repeated words fall upon our 
willing ears, and warm our hearts : 

" New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove, 
Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 



If on our daily course our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 
New treasures still, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 

Old friends, old scenes, will lovelier be 
As more of heaven in each we see : 
Some softening gleam of love and prayer 
Shall dawn on every cross and care. 



We need not bid, for cloister'd cell, 
Our neighbour and our work farewell. 
Nor strive to wind ourselves too high 
For sinful man beneath the sky : 
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The trivial round, the common task, 
Would furnish all we ought to ask ; 
Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us, daily, nearer God 

Seek we no more ; content with these, 
Let present rapture, comfort, ease, 
As heaven shall bid them, come and go: — 
The secret this of rest below. 

Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray." 

We find in Keble the most piercing glimpses 
into the interior life, reminding us of the ecstasy 
or meditation of some old saint, dreaming in the 
cloister, or beside the crucifix in the retired cell ; 
it is Paul with the thorn in the flesh ; it is Cyprian 
awaiting martyrdom ; it is Perpetua, or Felicite, 
or St. Catherine, wrapt in quiet contemplation in 
the midst of torment, reposing in the everlasting 
arms. 

" Oh Lord my God, do Thou Thy holy will 

I will be still; 
I will not stir, lest I forsake thine arm. 

And break the charm 
Which lulls me, clinging to my Father's breast. 

In perfect rest 
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Wild Fancy, peace ! thou must not me beguile 

With thy false smile ; 
I know thy flatteries, and thy cheating ways. 

Be silent, Praise 1 
Blind guide with siren voice, and blinding all 

That hear thy call. 
Come, Self-Devotion ! high and pure 
Thoughts that in thankfulness endure, 
Though dearest hopes are faithless found. 
And dearest hearts are bursting round. 
Come, Resignation ! spirit meek. 
And let me kiss thy placid cheek." 

We find also, as we might expect, peculiar 
fragments on the association with holy places. 
Very much of the life of the High Church move- 
ment depended on such association — on saying 
your prayers at particular places and at particular 
times, or on confessing to particular priests. It is 
a thing too much neglected by Christian people — 
this power of locality, person, time, and place. 
Keble says somewhere. If you cannot go to church, 
make a church in your house ; let there be some 
little room or corner, where you may go for the 
associations of prayer, and see if you will not pray 
better when you pray regularly in the same place. 
This feeling of association is raised to its highest 
power in poems where the poet transports himself to 
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the very spot in the garden of Gethsemane where 
the Lord saw the angel, and prayed that if it were 
possible the cup might pass from Him. 

" There is a spot within this sacred dale 
That felt Thee kneeling, touched Thy prostrate brow. 
One angel knows it : O might prayer avail 
To win the knowledge, sure each holy vow 
Less quickly from the unstable soul would fade, 
Offer'd where Christ in agony was laid." 

There is also a passage where he deals with 
Moses, bringing the universal feeling of religion 
out of the remote heart of antiquity, and making 
it glow with the historical association. It is not 
Moses the lawgiver, but the shepherd ; and I do 
think that Keble when he wrote this hymn must, 
have seen that picture of Signorelli^s, on the wall 
of the Sistine Chapel, at Rome, where Moses, the 
shepherd of Jethro's flocks, is seen kneeling apart 
in the wilderness, in prayer, with his face upturned 
as if he saw a vision. He is far away from the 
sheep, and utterly absorbed ; it is the face of one 
who sees God. 

" Far seen across the sandy wild, 
There like a solitary child 

He thoughtless roam'd, and free ; 
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One towering thorn was wrapped in flame, 
Bright without blaze it went and came ; 
Who would not turn to see ? 

Along the mountain ledges green 
The scattered sheep at will may glean 

The desert's spicey stores ; 
The while with undivided heart 
The shepherd talks to God apart ^ 

And whilst he talks adores,** 

The italics are ours. 

I might dwell at length upon the various beau- 
ties of Keble's style — his flowing music, his per- 
fect lines, such as his apostrophe to Christ on His 
desertion by Peter, — 

** Thou thrice denied, yet thrice beloved, 
Watch by Thine own forgiven friend." 

Or the beautiful description of those who, like 

Paul, would fain depart, and yet are willing to 

bide their time — 

" Waiting their summons to the sky. 
Content to live, but not afraid to die." 

Or that tender passage — the reflection of his own 
experience of human love, as we learn from his 
biography — where the human passion is pressed 
into the service of the heavenly love. Take, as 
an illustration, — 
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" Who ever saw the earliest rose 

First open her sweet breast ? 
Or, when the summer sun goes down, 
The first soft star in evening's crown 
Light up her gleaming crest ? 

Fondly we seek the dawning bloom 

On features wan and fair, — 
The gazing eye no change can trace ; 
But look away a little space, 

Then turn, and, lo ! 'tis there. 

But there's a sweeter flower than e'er 

Blush'd on the rosy spray — 
A brighter star, a richer bloom 
Than e'er did western heaven illume 

At close of summer day. 

'Tis Love, the last best gift of heaven ; 

Love, gentle, holy, pure ; 
But, tenderer than a dove's soft eye, 
The searching sun, the open sky, 

She never could endure. 

Even human Love will shrink from sight 

Here in the coarse rude earth ; 
How then should rash intruding glance 
Break in upon her sacred trance 

Who boasts a heavenly birth ? 

So still and secret is her growth. 

Ever the truest heart : 
Where deepest strikes her kindly root 
For hope or joy, for flower or fruit. 
Least knows the happy part. 
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God only, and good angels, look 

Behind the blissful screen — 
As when, triumphant o'er His woes, 
The Son of God by moonlight rose. 

By all but Heaven unseen." 

Or again, in such pure poetical passages as this, 

where the light grace of Moore is mingled with 

the more pensive delicacy and earnestness of 

Bryant : 

" Since all that is not Heaven must fade. 
Light be the hand of Ruin laid 

Upon the home I love : 
With lulling spell let soft Decay 
Steal on, and spare the giant sway. 
The crash of tower and grove. 

Far opening down some woodland deep 
In their own quiet glade should sleep 

The relics dear to thought, 
And wild-flower wreaths from side to side 
Their waving tracery hang, to hide 

What ruthless Time has wrought." 

I consider that there are about three poems, 
taken as wholes, in which Keble rises in different 
ways to his full height. I cite them as examples 
without a weak line and without a poor thought — 
conceived at high pressure, and executed without 
a flaw or blemish. A man of the best quality will 
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do this two or three times in his life. Keble has 
done it in " St. John/' '' Balaam/' and " Christ's 
Agony on the Cross." I will give first the 
" St. John -r 

" * Lord, and what shall this man do ? ' 

Ask'st thou, Christian, for thy friend ? 

If his love for Christ be true, 

Christ hath told thee of his end : 

This is he whom God approves, 

This is he whom Jesus loves. 

Ask not of him more than this, 

Leave it in his Saviour's breast, — 

Whether, early call'd to bliss. 

He in youth shall find his rest ; 

Or armed in his station wait 

Till his Lord be at the gate : 

Whether in his lonely course 

(Lonely, not forlorn) he stay, 
Or with Love's supporting force 

Cheat the toil and cheer the way : 
Leave it all in His high hand 
Who doth hearts as streams command. 

Gales from heaven, if so He will, 

Sweeter melodies can wake 
On the lonely mountain rill 

Than the meeting waters make. 
Who hath the Father and the Son, 
May be left, but not alone. 
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Sick or healthful, slave or free, 

Wealthy, or despised and poor— 

What is that to him or thee, 

So his love to Christ endure ? 

When the shore is won at last, 

Who will count the billows past ? 

Only, since our souls will shrink 

At the touch of natural grief, 
When our earthly loved ones sink, 

Lend us, Lord, Thy sure relief; 
Patient hearts, their pain to see. 
And Thy grace, to follow Thee." 

I will next produce " Balaam ;" but remember 
that, whenever you read a poem of this kind, at 
once devotional, historical, and imaginative, you 
must have the whole of the subject in your memory 
and in your mind^s eye. Keble always supposes 
that you know your Bible ; and in reading this 
following poem of *' Balaam " you must have the 
whole of the history before you, and then the poem 
will be like the music to that incomparable drama 
— then you will find it perfect throughout, full, but 
not surcharged with ideas ; ingenious, yet clear, 
pressing every incident into its service. Before I 
read the poem, let the view of Balaam's dealings 
with Balak pass before you. 

First, the summons sent by the king to Balaam, 
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when he invited him to curse the people of Israel ; 
then Balaam's eagerness to go ; God's veto, " Thou 
shalt not go down;" then Balaam's attempt to 
extort an unwilling consent from God, lusting in 
his soul after the gold and the silver of Balak ; 
then remember how at last his prayer is granted 
in wrath, as God often seems to grant our im- 
petuous and peevish petitions in wrath when they 
are not good for us ; then remember the angel in 
the narrow path of the vineyard, with a drawn 
sword, and the refusal of the ass to go on, and 
Balaam's rage ; then his arrival, the meeting and 
colloquy between Balak and Balaam — Balaam 
feeling himself powerless to please Balak, reluc- 
tantly true to his prophetic mission, refusing to 
commit himself to cursing the people of God, 
declaring " what God puts in my mouth, that 
only will I speak," and yet all the time longing 
to curse ; then the successive bursts of prophecy, 
finishing with the vision of the Messiah — ** I shall 
see Him, but not now ; I shall behold Him, but 
not nigh. There shall come a star out of Jacob, 
and a sceptre shall arise out of Israel, and shall 
smite the corners of Moab, and destroy all the 
children of Sheth." 
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With this history already moving before your 
eyes like so many pictures, come we to the poem : 

" O for a sculptor's hand ! 

That thou might'st take thy stand, 
Thy wild hair floating on the eastern breeze, 

Thy tranced yet open gaze 

Fix'd on the desert haze, 
As one who deep in heaven some airy pageant sees ! 

In outline dim and vast 

Their fearful shadows cast, 
The giant forms of Empires on their way 

To ruin : one by one 

They tower, and they are gone : 
Yet in the Prophet's soul the dreams of avarice stay. 

No sun or star so bright 

In all the world of light 
That they should draw to heaven his downward eye : 

He hears th' Almighty's word, 

He sees the angel's sword, 
Yet low upon the earth his heart and treasure lie. 
# # * * * 

We in the tents abide 

Which he at distance eyed 
Like goodly cedars by the waters spread, 

While seven red altar-fires 

Rose up in wavy spires 
\Vhere on the mount he watch'd his sorceries dark and dread. 

He watch'd till morning's ray 
On lake and meadow lay. 
And willow-shaded streams, that silent sweep 
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Around the bannered lines, 
Where by their several signs 
The desert-wearied tribes in sight of Canaan sleep. 

He watch'd, till knowledge came 

Upon his soul like flame — 
Not of those magic fires at random caught ; 

But true Prophetic light 

Flash'd o'er him, high and bright— 
Flashed once, and died away, and left his darkened thought. 

And can he choose but fear. 

Who feels his God so near 
That, when he fain would cm^e, his powerless tongue, 

In blessing only moves? 

Alas ! the World he loves 
Too close around his heart her tangling veil hath flung. 

Sceptre and Star divine, 

Who in Thine inmost shrine 
Hast made us worshippers, O claim Thine own ; 

More than Thy seers we know — 

O teach our love to grow 
Up to Thy heavenly light, and reap what Thou hast sown." 

Here is one concluding poem, in which I think 
Keble rises to even a higher level of continuous 
inspiration. We have before us the spectacle of 
Christ upon the Cross : He is offered the anodyne 
of myrrh, and refuses to drink, preferring to suffer 
the extreme agonies of the cross. I suppose the 
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words are put into the mouth of some disciple, 
who is eagerly longing that the Lord should be 
spared some pain : 

" * Fill high the bowl, and spice it well, and pour 
The dews oblivious : for the Cross is sharp. 
The Cross is sharp, and He 
Is tenderer than a lamb. 

* He wept by Lazarus' grave — ^how will He bear 
This bed of anguish ? and His pale weak form 

Is worn with many a watch 
Of sorrow and unrest. 

* His sweat last night was as great drops of blood ; 
And the sad burthen pressed Him so to earth, 

The very torturers paused 
To help Him on His way. 

* Fill high the bowl, benumb His aching sense 
With medicined sleep.' — O awful in Thy woe 1 

The parching thirst of death 
Is on Thee, and Thou triest 

The slumb'rous potion bland — and wilt not drink : 
Not sullen, nor in scorn, like haughty man 

With suicidal hand 

Putting his solace by : 

But as at first Thine all-pervading look 
Saw from Thy Father's bosom to th' abyss. 

Measuring in calm presage 

The infinite descent ; 
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So to the end, though now of mortal pangs 
Made heir, and emptied of thy glory awhile, 

With unaverted eye 

Thou meetest all the storm. 

Thou wilt feel all, that Thou majr'st pity all ; 
And rather would'st Thou wrestle with strong pain 

Than overcloud Thy soul. 

So clear in agony, 

Or lose one glimpse of heaven before the time. 
O, most entire and perfect sacrifice, 

Renew'd in every pulse 

That on the tedious cross 

Told the long hours of death, as, one by one, 
The life-strings of that tender heart gave way. 

E'en sinners, taught by Thee, 

Look sorrow in the face, 

And bid her freely welcome, unbeguiled 
By fcdse kind solaces and spells of earth ; — 

And yet not all unsoothed; 

For when was joy so dear . 

As the deep calm that breathed * Father forgive,* 
Or, * Be with me in Paradise to-day?* 

And though the strife be sore. 

Yet in his parting breath 

Love masters agony; the soul that seem'd 
Forsaken, feels her present God again, 

And in her Father's arms 

Contented dies away. 
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HE could scarcely have found a greater 
contrast than that presented by George 
Herbert and Keble, yet it is one which, 
while it separates, yet draws these men toge- 
ther. The one is the typical churchman of the 
Elizabethan, the other of the Victorian age. But 
Keble is without Herbert's humour, and Herbert is 
without Keble's emotion. The one is the austere 
Puritan, the other glows with Roman Catholic 
fervour. Each embodies with fervid piety the 
influence which happened at the time to be passing 
over the Church of England. 

With George Herbert we come upon the great 
age when the English language became substan- 
tially what it now is. Our language possessed 
then a certain directness of expression, which we 
are in some danger of losing. German, and French, 
and Italian have since grown common in England, 
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and consequently many words of foreign extraction 
have been introduced into the English language ; 
and although this has doubtless enriched our 
tongue, yet it has been thought that we are in 
danger of thereby losing something of our native 
force and directness of expression. 

In the old days men neither wrote nor spoke 
so much as they do now, but they wrote and 
spoke very much to the purpose ; hence there is 
a wonderful and condensed force and vigour in 
the language of Shakespeare, Milton, and George 
Herbert; and the translators of our Bible, the 
framers of our Liturgy, shared these gifts. For this 
reason I do not wish to see a new translation, or 
a new Prayer Book, because the old ones belong 
to the classic age of English literature. 

Between Shakespeare (1564) and Milton (1608), 
as between two suns of surpassing brilliancy, lie a 
host of minor poets — stars of lesser magnitude — 
but not for that reason to be overlooked. 

Indeed the Elizabethan age is best read by the 
light of the Elizabethan poets, and an age so com- 
plex needs all the light that can be thrown upon 
it. Perhaps at no time since England had become 
a nation was there such a strange and sudden 
fusion of old and new ideas. 
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Through the printing-press books got to be 
numerous .beyond all precedent, and the middle- 
age giant of popular ignorance lay sick unto 
death. 

Through the discovery of the Bible to the million, 
the phantom of Roman Catholic superstition had 
been, if not laid, at all events considerably dwarfed. 

Through the revival of art and literature in Italy, 
English taste had been reached, and quickened 
into new life. Music, painting, architecture, and 
classical study were national pursuits. 

Piratical enterprise brought to light new aspects 
of life in Africa and America, whilst commercial 
enterprise opened up new avenues of wealth. The 
English navy established for a time our supremacy 
by sea, whilst the fortunate issue of internal war 
and intrigue ended in the union of Scotland and 
England under one crown. 

That such changes could go on without materially 
affecting the government of the country, was 
hardly to be expected. Popular religion and popular 
education invariably precede a cry for popular 
government. But between the two great struggles 
in England there came a pause. Elizabeth's suc- 
cessor, James I. of England and VI. of Scotland, 
occupied that short space of time between the 
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great religious and the great political revolutions. 
The Reformation of Henry VIII. was passed ; the 
Protectorate of Oliver Cromwell had not yet arrived. 
It would be an interesting study to trace the above- 
mentioned various and exciting influences as they 
appear reflected in that great burst of song which 
marks what we call the Elizabethan period. With 
a kind of feverish activity the poets of the time 
seemed to embrace everything in heaven and 
earth. 

Shakespeare reigns supreme in the kingdom of 
human nature ; he is followed by a host of drama- 
tists. Spenser discourses sweetly in the language 
of mythology and symbolism, standing alone in the 
profusion of his imagery, the melody of his verse, 
and the incomparable vigour and lightness of his 
fancy. After him we have poets treating on every 
secular subject, and reflecting every phaseof thought 
and feeling, as in Phineas and Giles Fletcher, 
extending down to simple geography, as in the 
case of Michael Drayton. Then there are poets 
half religious, half secular, such as Donne ; witty, 
sentimental, pious, by turns, neat in epigrams, 
eloquent in epitaphs. Yet not even Donne pre- 
sents such a strange mixture as good Sir John 



George Herbert. 201 

Davies, whose two best known works are a poem 
on ** Dancing/' and another on the ** Immortality 
of the Soul/' 

The purely religious spirit is never in any age 
long in the background, and in the midst of 
these conflicting elements it kept steadily to the 
front ; the new wine of the Reformation entered 
into everything ; every educated person knew the 
points in dispute — had strong religious opinions ; 
most read their Bibles with avidity ; and specula- 
tions on doctrine, often at the expense of practice, 
were unusually rife. Religious truth and the reli- 
gious life were subjects of universal interest, and 
it would have been strange indeed if they had 
not found their poets. The best, the wisest, the 
quaintest, the most holy of them all, was George 
Herbert. 

Partly a consequence of, partly a protest against, 
a theology-loving age, he was constantly calling 
men back from subtleties to saintliness, from doc- 
trinal theology to practical religion ; but as the 
mind and method of the man will best be seen in 
his life and works, we present the reader with a 
few details of the one, and a few notes and extracts 
from the other. 
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I. Life of George Herbert. — George was 
the fifth son of Richard Herbert, a descendant of 
the famous William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke^ 
who lived in the reign of Edward IV. He was 
born on the 3rd of April, 1593, in Montgomery- 
Castle, near the town of that name. The castle 
belonged to his family, but passed out of their 
hands during the Great Rebellion, and was laid 
level with the dust a few years afterwards. 

His mother, Magdalen, who also came of a dis- 
tinguished family — the Newports — was one of the 
most accomplished women of the age. She num- 
bered amongst her intimate friends Sir Henry 
Wotton and Dr. Donne ; and the latter ingenious 
divine has left us many records of her piety, in- 
tellect, and beauty. He writes — and there can be 
no doubt of whom — 

" No spring nor summer beauty has such grace 
As I have seen in an autumnal face. 
In all her words, to every hearer fit, 
You may at revels or at council sit." 

This admirable woman exercised an extraordi- 
nary influence over all her children ; and as she 
was left a widow when little George was only four 
years old, she had to use her discretion in mould- 
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ing one of the gentlest, but at the same time one 
of the keenest and most original, minds of that 
time. George passed, at the age of twelve, to 
Westminster School, where he attracted the atten- 
tion of his masters by his precocious wit and ex- 
traordinary facility for the classics ; he also won 
the hearts of his schoolfellows by his warm and 
generous nature, and his sweet and genial manners. 
At fifteen, having gained a King's Scholarship, he 
was elected for Trinity College, Cambridge, and 
settled there about 1608. His mother, who had 
followed his brother to college, and taken up her 
abode near the town, does not seem to have been 
so anxious about George. She had, however, 
warned him that ** our souls do insensibly take in 
vice by the example or conversation with wicked 
company, and that the very knowledge of wicked- 
ness was as tinder to inflame and kindle sin, and 
keep it burning." And George in his turn soon 
proved that her counsels were not bestowed in 
vain. In his first year at Cambridge he writes to 
her his indignation at the many love poems that 
were daily writ and consecrated to Venus, be- 
wailing that so few were writ that looked towards 
God and heaven ; and concludes witji the follow- 
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ing memorable words : '* For my own part, my 
meaning, dear mother, is in these sonnets (en-, 
closed) to declare my resolution to be that my 
poor abilities in poetry shall be all and ever 
consecrated to God's glory." 

At this time he had no intention of entering the 
church ; yet thus early and thus half-unconsciously 
was the key-note of his future greatness struck. 
He graduated in 1611, was made Fellow of his 
college in 1615, and became Public Orator in 1619. 

And now it must be said that at this time George 
Herbert was fond of fine clothes, particular in his 
associates, proud of his family, distant though not 
uncourteous to his inferiors, and was thought to 
have the finest manners of any in the University. 
He so ably discharged the elegant functions of 
Orator, which consisted chiefly in making suitable 
Latin speeches in the presence of the University 
whenever degrees were conferred or great people 
had to be eulogized, that he attracted before long 
the attention of James I., himself a scholar and 
writer of some pretensions. The two found each 
other's society so congenial, that Mr. Herbert 
began to desert University life for the Court, and 
indeed was constantly in attendance on the King. 
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Sir Francis Bacon, " the great secretary of nature 
and all learning/' courted his acquaintance ; and 
good Bishop Andrews so admired him, that he 
carried about him a letter in Greek from Herbert 
to the last day of his life. And amongst other 
powerful friends we may here mention the Duke 
of Richmond and the Marquis of Hamilton. 

Visions of earthly glory now rose before him. 
He found the University disagreed with him. 
Politics seemed a larger sphere, more suited to 
his taste and capacities ; he had a ready wit and 
a subtle mind, and looked forward to occupy- 
ing some high position in the State ; but " God 
disposes.'' The glittering prospect opened but to 
close. Suddenly all his most powerful friends 
seemed to die or be taken away from him. The 
Duke of Richmond, and then the Marquis of 
Hamilton, and shortly afterwards his great patron, 
the king, were stricken down by his side ; and he 
found himself in a changed Court, with a king 
that knew him not, and alien faces around him. 

Whether about this time he grew tired of 
worldly vanities, saw the hoUowness of earthly 
ambitions, or could not stoop to become one of a 
crowd of new and obsequious courtiers, it is not 
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easy to say ; but most probably his deeply religious 
nature, which had been partially swamped by the 
pleasures and ambitions of Court life, now arose 
in its might, and clamoured for that supremacy 
which it speedily acquired, and which it so firmly 
retained to the close. He retired into the country, 
gave up, apparently not without a struggle, the 
prospects of a political career, and was for some 
time much unsettled and disturbed in his mind. 
He desired above all things to be useful : — 

** Now I am here, what wilt Thou do with me 
None of my books will show ; 
I read and sigh — I wish I were a tree, 
For then sure I should grow." 

But he discovered that his genius was above all 
religious, and that no sphere which did not bring 
him into constant contact with spiritual things 
would really meet the requirements of his soul. 
He must serve man, but he must serve God, and 
what tastes he had must be pressed into their 
service, not paraded for their own sakes. All 
attempts to rest in them were vain : ** other lords 
may have had dominion over him," but their time 
was now passed. 

He who had looked forward to being made 
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Secretary of State was now only ambitious to take 
holy orders ; and to a Court friend, who rebuked 
him for desiring an occupation so far below his 
birth and great talents, he made the following 
beautiful reply : " It hath been formerly judged 
that the domestic servants of the King of Heaven 
should be of the noblest families on earth ; and 
though the iniquity of late times hath made 
clergymen meanly valued, and the sacred name of 
priest contemptible, yet I will labour to make it 
honourable by consecrating all my learning and 
all my poor abilities to advance the glory of that 
God that gave them. And I will labour to be 
like my Saviour, by making humility lovely in the 
eyes of all men, and by following the merciful and 
meek example of my dear Jesus/' 

Thus chastened in spirit, he entered upon the 
small incumbency of Layton Ecclesia, in the dio- 
cese of Lincoln, in 1626. 

He found the church nearly in ruins, and with 
characteristic energy resolved to rebuild it. He 
was not rich, and could only look about him for 
richer friends to help him. His mother's counsel 
was for once disregarded. " George,'' she said, 
" it is not for your weak body and empty purse to 
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undertake to build churches." But Herbert 
answered with all respect, that he had made 
a vow to God to rebuild the church ; and with the 
assistance of his liberal friends, the Duke of Len- 
nox, Sir Henry Herbert, Mr. Nicholas Farrer, and 
some few others, he was able to perform the 
task. 

Isaak Walton tells us that he made the reading- 
desk and pulpit both the same height, " because^'' 
said he, ^ prayer and preaching, being equally use- 
ful, should agree like brethren, and have an equal 
honour and estimation.*' In 1629, and in the thirty- 
fourth year of his age, he was seized with a sharp 
quotidian ague. His sufferings were at times in- 
tense, and he would often cry out, ^* Lord^ abate my 
great affliction or increase my patience ;'' and find- 
ing the doctor's remedies of little use, he began to 
cure himself by nearly total abstinence from every- 
thing except a little salt meat. Being now re- 
duced to great weakness, his friends vied with 
each other in providing him with change of air 
and every comfort. Lord Danvers loved him so 
dearly that he had rooms set apart at Dauntsey 
Hall, Wiltshire, and there Mr. Herbert enjoyed 
perfect rest, moderate study, and much delightful 
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social intercourse. Here he fell in with a near 
relation of the EarPs, one Mr. Danvers, who coun- 
selled him to marry, and indeed offered him every 
facility, for he himself had nine daughters, and 
openly declared that he would like no one better 
than Mr. Herbert for a son-in-law. 

Jane appears to have been the favourite ; and 
hearing so much of Mr. Herbert, she grew to love 
him, when her father suddenly died, and the 
family circle was thrown into confusion. But 
they who had hitherto seen little of each other, 
and had been lovers in theory and after quite a 
Platonic fashion, were now to grow into a more 
dear and intimate relationship. In a very little 
time Jane became the wife of George Herbert, 
whose health and spirits seemed greatly to revive, 
and not long afterwards he was presented to his 
last living, Bemerton, in Wiltshire, and prepared 
to take priest's orders. 

He had now but three years more to live, and he 
entered upon this last brief period with as much 
solemn preparation and earnest prayer as if he had 
known that the night was coming in which no 
man could work. 

P 
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At his induction, according to custom he was 
shut into Bemerton Church to toll the bell. His 
friends waited for him at the church door. The 
bell had long ceased, but still Herbert did not 
appear. His friends grew anxious, and knocked 
and knocked again without success. At last his 
dear friend Mr. Woodnot stepped round, and 
peeped in at the chancel window, and there he saw 
Mr. Herbert lying on the altar-steps, not insensible, 
but absorbed in deep devotion^ * It was then and 
there that he made certain rules for the discipline 
and management of his future life, and many of 
them may be found in "The Country Parson," 
under the headings, " The Parson's Knowledge," 
"The Parson on Sundays," "The Parson Arguing,'' 
"The Parson with his Churchwardens," "The 
Parson in his Mirth," &c. 

On the same night it was noticed that he was 
unusually light-hearted and serene, and conversing 
freely with Mr. Woodnot, he said^ " I now look 
back upon my aspiring thoughts, and think my- 
self more happy than if I had attained what then 
I so thirsted for." He was often heard to say 
that he knew the ways of learning ; knew what 
nature does willingly, and what when it is forced 
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by fire ; knew the ways of honour, and when glory 
inclines the soul to noble expressions ; knew the 
Court ; knew the ways of pleasure ; and upon what 
terms he declined all these for the service of his 
Master, Jesus Christ : and he rejoices — 

" That through these labyrinths not my grovelling wit, 
But Thy silk twist, let down from heaven to me, 
Did both conduct and teach me how by it 
To climb to Thee." 

Mr. Herbert now devoted himself to repair the 
church and parsonage-house, and both he and his 
wife were indefatigable in relieving the necessities 
of their poor. 

But the service of God and the cure of souls 
were ever first in his thoughts. Twice a day the 
family met in a little chapel close to the par- 
sonage, and the parishioners soon learned to drop 
in from the fields when they heard the little bell, 
and joined Mr. Herbert in some of the church 
prayers. 

His love of the Reformed Prayer Book was 
unbounded, and the whole of his preaching 
turned upon explaining its various parts, and 
trying to make that a reasonable and living ser- 
vice which might otherwise degenerate into a 
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dry and formal one. But Herbert felt the prayers 
himself, and he made his people feel their power. 
He read them slowly and impressively, pausing 
occasionally to allow the people to collect their 
thoughts, and offer up the prayers for them- 
selves. 

On Sunday morning he preached, and on Sun- 
day afternoon after the Second Lesson he cate- 
chized and instructed from the pulpit ; '^ and," says 
his quaint biographer, I saak Walton — perhaps as a 
sly comment upon certain *' learned and painful " 
ministers — ** he never exceeded his half-hour, and 
was always so happy as to have an obedient and 
full congregation/' 

Mr. Herbert's favourite recreation was music, 
and he often walked to and from Salisbury to 
attend the meetings of his musical society. On 
these walks he met friends and parishioners, and 
never failed to indulge them with profitable advice 
and elevated counsel. Meeting one day a minister 
who complained of the lax morals of the laity, 
Mr. Herbert told him plainly that the remedy was 
for the clergy to live blameless lives. '*This,'' he 
continued, *' would be a cure for the wickedness 
and growing atheism of our age. And, my dear 
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brother, till this is done by us, and done in earnest, 
let no man expect a reformation of the manners of 
the laity." He was of all men most helpful — he 
knew how to provide clothing for the poor, food 
for the hungry — he could lend a hand at the 
plough, and put his back to an overloaded cart, 
and never was known to turn his face from any 
poor man. His conversation was lively and full of 
wit ; and though his own life was blameless, his 
large knowledge of secular society made him 
familiar with the sins of all classes, and in his 
treatment of difficult cases he combined happily 
the wisdom of the serpent with the innocence of 
the dove. The quaintest and most homely allu- 
sions crept into his sermons, and pointed much of 
his religious poetry; and he had the singular 
merit of being plain and personal without vul- 
garity, gentle without feebleness, and pious 
without hypocrisy. 

Thus loving and beloved, " wearing the white 
flower of blameless " life, he drew to his close. 
His constitution, naturally delicate, seemed never 
to have recovered from the effects of the remedies 
he used during his severe illness. 

His wife noticed with alarm his thinness and 
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the growing pallor of his thoughtful face. He 
read prayers with the greatest difficulty. It was 
plain that consumption was making sure and 
rapid strides ; and when implored to desist from 
a work which he could no longer really perform, 
he was fain to say, " I will not be wilful, for 
though my spirit be willing, yet I find my flesh is 
weak." 

One month before his death came Mr. Duncan, 
a clergyman, from a dear friend, to see him, and 
bear back tidings of his condition. 

*' Sir," said Herbert, *' I perceive from your habit 
that you are a priest, and I desire you to pray 
with me." 

" What prayers ? " asked Mr. Duncan. 

** Oh, sir, the prayers of my mother the Church 
of England — no others are equal to them ; but I 
beg of you pray only the Litany, for I am weak 
and faint." 

" His discourse," says the same Duncan, " was 
so pious, and his motion so genteel and meek, 
that after almost forty years, yet they remain fresh 
in my memory." 

On hearing of his approaching death, Mr. 
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Woodnot, the same that had surprised him praying 
in the chancel, hurried to his bedside ; but so 
great was Mr. Herbert's calm, that sorrow and 
sighing seemed to flee away from his presence, 
and his words sounded not so much like those 
of a dying man, as fragments of heavenly melody 
chanted on this side the grave; as he lay faint, 
but filled with divine meditations, he would say, 
" I now look back upon the pleasures of my life 
past, and see the content I have taken in beauty, 
in wit, in pleasant conversation, and all these are 
now past by me like a dream, or as a shadow that 
returns not. And my hope is that I shall shortly 
leave this valley of tears, and be free from all 
fever and pain, and, which is better, free from sin, 
and this being past I shall dwell in the New 
Jerusalem ; and this is my content, that I am 
going daily towards it, and that I shall live the less 
time for having lived this and the day past.*' 
And a little before his death he observed to Mr. 
Woodnot, *' My dear friend, I am sorry I have no- 
thing to present to my merciful God, but sin and 
misery ; but the first is pardoned, and a few hours 
will now put a period to the latter, for I shall 
suddenly go hence and be no more seen.'' 
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Soon after, he swooned away; but recovering 
himself, he said to those about his bed, '' I have 
passed a conflict with my last enemy, and have 
overcome him by the merits of my Master, Jesus.'* 

He then desired his will to be brought, and 
making Mr. Woodnot his executor, commended 
unto him his wife and nieces. Then, growing very 
faint, he was heard to say, " I am now ready to 
die; Lord, forsake me not now my strength 
faileth ; Lord, Lord, now receive my soul ; " and 
so passed away. 

George Herbert died in his thirty-ninth year, 
and was buried on the 3rd of March, 1632, at 
Bemerton. His wife survived him many years, 
and afterwards became the wife of Sir Robert 
Cook, of Highnam, by whom she had her first and 
only child, a girl. She died in 1663, and is buried 
at Highnam. 

n. George Herbert's Poetry. — George 
Herbert was a most eloquent scholar, and wrote 
a great deal of excellent Latin poetry, but he 
has won the love of all religious hearts by " The 
Temple," a collection of poems published after 
his death, and bearing upon public worship, 
private devotion, and practical religion. 
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As a poet, Herbert had many imitators, but no 
rivals. Tricks of his style and tempers of his 
mind have been caught with success ; but the in- 
comparable mixture of pathos, sublimity, piety, 
subtlety, quaintness, and common sense, remains 
unimitated and inimitable. The constant object 
he had in view was to use poetry for man's good 
and God's glory, as much as other writers abused 
it to man's harm and God's dispraise. As another 
holy man thought it ill that the devil should have 
all the good tunes, so Herbert would not let him 
have all the good poems. There is a queer 
worldly-wise tone about him sometimes, as who 
should say, " I know your manners, my worldly 
friends, and I adopt your dialect to catch you." 
He may write outside *' Love songs;" but the love 
is Divine, not human. He possessed the faculty 
of expressing Divine truth in an odd way, and the 
power of pressing everything, however trivial, into 
the service of Heaven. *' The birds that drink 
and straight lift up their heads," teach us to taste 
of joy, but look to heavenly things — " the winds 
and waters here below do flee and flow," like the 
tempestuous times that ** amaze poor mortals " — 
the flowers of earth tell of the Paradise of God 
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— the lark's voice becomes a reprover of man, 
the bees are called on to sting him to industry, 
and by a ladder of sunbeams he is bid climb up 
to heaven. 

At times, such is the happy confusion of his 
imagery that heaven and earth seemed inter- 
changeable terms — both paid him wages, and he 
could often hear — 

" Church bells beyond the stars." 

We are all by turns taken into his confidence. 
His soul is often laid bare in its inmost recesses, 
his struggles are not withheld, his triumphs are 
not concealed, and he constantly calls us to share 
in his own sublime hopes and imperishable con- 
solations. Meanwhile, nothing at times can be 
more quaint and homely than his language; we 
think he must have spoken just so. He meets us 
by the way, and begins thinking out loud. 

Now he is in the garden, now in the tool-house, 
now by the wayside, now packing up to go away ; 
anything supplies him with an illustration : 

" The most of me to heaven is fled, 
My thoughts and joys are all packed up and gone." 

He has noticed the use of a gimlet, and says — 
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" No scrae, no piercer can 

Into a piece of timber work and winde, 
As God's afflictions into man." 

A cupboard with a key in it, unlocked, has caught 
his eye — 

"Joy, I did lock thee up ; but some bad man 
Did let thee out again." 

He has noticed wares put out for sale on some 
shop counter^ and tells us that in God^s great 
mart of the world there are " afflictions sorted — 
anguish of all sizes/' 

No doubt his poetry attracted many readers of 
that day by poetical conceits now out of date, but 
then fashionable. Thus, we have a poem called 
''Heaven''— 

" O who will show me those delights on high ? 

Echo— I ! 
Thou, Echo, thou art mortal, all men know. 

Echo— No!" 

And in another, about Christ, we have — 

" To my broken heart He was / ease you ; 
And to my whole is Jesu." 

And probably the following elegant fancy would 
not be tolerated in these days. Speaking of the 
Apostles as lights in the world, he says — 
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" The sunne, which once did shine alone, 

Hung down his head and wished for night, 
When he beheld twelve sunnes for one 
Going about the world and giving light." 

But if at times he was fanciful, he was more 
often directly practical, and gives us to know our 
business as probably no other poet before or after 
has ever done. 

When the church bell rings, we are told to hurry 
off and get in before service begins. 

"Oh, bedrest; 
Stay not for the other pin ; why, thou hast lost 
A joy for it worth worlds." 

And to all spendthrifts he gives counsel : — 

" By no means run in debt ; take thine own measure ; 
Who cannot live on twenty pounds a year, cannot on forty." 

We have dwelt upon these minor points because 
his great merits are known to every one. The 
pathos of " Sacrifice," with its recurring refrain, 
"Was ever grief like Mine ?'' has perhaps never 
been surpassed. The tender grace of " Vertue,'* 
better known as " Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so 
bright," is familiar to all. The little poem of 
" The Call," short, condensed, and perfect, is less 
widely known : — 
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"Come, my Way, my Truth, my Life; 
Such a Way as gives us breath, 
Such a Truth as ends all strife. 
Such a Life as killeth death. 

Come, my Light, my P'east, my Strength ; 

Such a Light as shows us feast, 
Such a Feast as mends in length, 

Such a Strength as makes his guest 

Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart ; 

Such a Joy as none can move, 
Such a Love as none can part. 

Such a Heart as joyes in love." 

Among other poems to be read for ever, we 
may mention '' The Quip/' '' Businesse,'* '' Love 
Unknown,*' and '' Discipline." We cite these, not 
to exclude any, but as being beautiful where all 
are fair. 

Like every true poet, in one way George Herbert 
belongs to no age, and in another he is the most 
perfect reflection of his own. We are sometimes 
reminded of the archaic forms and quaint fun of 
Chaucer ; at others the rich melody and majestic 
dignity of Milton seems anticipated ; whilst again, 
there are passages which so exactly hit the ana- 
lytical temper of our own deeply self-conscious age, 
that it is hard to believe that. the author of the '* In 
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Memoriam" has not been directly or indirectly 
indebted to them. 



From what has been said it is evident that 
George Herbert was a man of great force and in- 
dividuality ; and this is indeed why his poems have 
retained their popularity. Condensed into that 
little book^ the ''Works of George Herbert/' are 
poems which touch upon every part of the Church 
Service. Here also, human life is passed in brief 
but graphic review; whilst the duties of a clergy- 
man, as Herbert conceived- them, are succinctly 
laid down. Into this small book is really epitomised 
the life-work of a great man. Here is power which 
might have ruled a kingdom. Indeed in the judg- 
ment of those who knew him, this quaint poet 
would have risen high in the State, and aspired 
to the greatest worldly distinction ; but had he done 
this he would never perhaps have reached so many 
hearts, or have done so much good to succeeding 
generations. 

I will now summarize certain features or charac- 
teristics of George Herbert. Perhaps the first 
which strikes the reader is his profound attach- 
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ment to the English Church, and his profound 
belief in the Book of Common Prayer. The 
reason was simply this. Both were, to him and 
his age, new sensations. To us, they are as 
well-worn and familiar institutions. The church 
is old, and the Prayer Book, however rehabilitated 
with high church fervour, is worn. But imagine 
the feelings of an ardent churchman in those days 
towards the Bible in the English tongue, and the 
National Church of England, newly freed from 
Romish fetters, lifeless forms, and oppressive 
taxes. 

Suddenly, the Latin mumblings of priests — often 
unintelligible to themselves, mostly inaudible to 
the people — cease ; the prayers of the church are 
put into English, and the Bible is restored to the 
people in the vulgar tongue ; thousands read for 
the first time its wondrous narratives ; the clergy 
encourage and assist in the perusal ; once more 
the church gives literature and education to the 
new world, as the Roman Catholic Church gave 
it to the old world which had passed away for 
ever ; the sermons become living, instead of dry, 
formal, and scholastic ; the public offices of 
religion are transformed, and tawdry decoration 
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makes way for glowing faith, the sense yielding to 
the spirit. And the three forces which were seen 
and felt to be actually producing these blessed 
effects were, the Church, the Bible, and the Prayer 
Book. 

All this you must realize before you can under- 
stand the kind of enthusiasm^ devoted attachment, 
and unlimited faith, which George Herbert, in 
common with the reformers, bishops, and clergy 
of the Church of England, professed for that 
admirable religious institution. 

The Reformed Church, with its Reformed Prayer 
Book, and open Bible : armed with these, George 
Herbert seems to have felt he could go anywhere, 
and do anything. The most hardened sinner, the 
most open infidel, might easily be converted, if he 
could be enticed into the church, where he could 
not fail to be fascinated by its admirable services, 

Indeed, I would to God we had this same 
spirit, which Keble has done much to revive in 
our day with his '* Christian Year." I would that 
we could pour life once more into the formu- 
laries, so that they might reach the hearts of 
the people. And if we take George Herbert's 
hints we shall be able to do something towards 



George Herbert. 225 

this, for he worked from the spirit within to the 
letter without, and found fervour in the Prayer Book 
because he brought devotion in his heart. Yet was 
George Herbert the last man to be under bondage 
to forms ; he understood their right function ; " be- 
cause they are the earthen vessel which contains 
the living treasure, therefore should they be made 
the fit receptacle of it." 

Hear him, then, on the Prayer Book : his deep 
faith is calm and sober, and in it we indeed miss 
the high temperature, and religious passion of 
Keble ; but on the other hand he is very direct and 
straightforward, and free alike from dryness and 
exaggeration. 

THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 

" What, prayer by the book ? and common ? 
Yes. Why not ? 
The spirit of grace 
And supplication 

Is not left free alone 
For time and place ; 
But manner too. To read, or speak by rote, 
Is all alike to him that prays 
With 's heart that with his mouth he says 

They that in private by themselves alone 
Do pray, may take 
What liberty they please 

Q 
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In choosing of the ways 
Wherein to make 
Their souls' most intimate aflfections known 
To Him that sees in secret, when 
They are most concealed from other men. 

But he that unto others leads the way 
In public prayer, 
Should choose to do it so 
As all that hear may know 
They need not fear 
To tune their hearts unto his tongue, and say 
Amen ; nor doubt they were betray'd 
To blaspheme when they should have pray'd. 

Devotion will add life unto the letter. 
And why should not 
That which authority 
Prescribes esteemed be 
Advantage got ? 
If the prayer be good, the commoner the better. 
Prayer in the church's words, as well 
As sense, of all prayers bears the bell." 

And when he comes to the pulpit he is still more 
homely ; indeed I think we hear in the voice of 
George Herbert almost the last of our great Re- 
formation preachers and humourists of the pulpit. 
The strange and forcible language of Ridley and 
Latimer was no doubt a great reaction from the 
wretched homilies and Latin discourses ; and in 
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truth, homeliness is a gift which the pulpit is 
constantly losing, and as constantly compelled 
to recover if souls are to be won. Indeed so 
parched up have congregations been with the dry- 
ness and formality of preaching, that some have 
openly declared that anything which is likely to 
do a man good, is good enough for the pulpit. 
You, my friends, who may sometimes criticize the 
fulness and freedom of pulpit speech, would be 
astonished were you to read some of the sermons 
of Ridley and Latimer : you would think them ex- 
tremely coarse ; and sometimes they were so flatly 
humorous that the people were quite unable to 
keep their countenances while those good men 
preached. We need not disguise the fact. Some 
of the greatest preachers have also been the 
great humorists. Indeed Carlyle, the saddest 
of living moralists and lay preachers, is also the 
greatest living humorist. It is also observable 
that the most noted Italian and French preachers 
of our own century have been habitually obliged 
to restrain the spontaneous ebullitions of feeling, 
which their forcible contrasts and living thrusts 
have called forth. And I can well believe that 
George Herbert was such an one, and that if he 

Q 2 
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could sometimes bring home a truth by a vigorous 
simile and more vigorous contrast, he would not 
hesitate to make a man feel the absurdity of his be- 
haviour, where he might have failed to convince him 
of its sin. Some men may be shamed into the 
performance of that which the moral sense alone 
is too feebly developed to enforce ; so that when 
George Herbert treats of the pulpit in this poem, 
you will see how quaint he is, how unscrupulous in 
his use of surprises, and in the swift scene-shifting 
of speech : 

" 'Tis dinner-time ; and now I look 
For a full meal. God send me a good cook ; 

This is the dresser-board, and here 

I wait in expectation of good cheer. 

I'm sure the Master of the house 

Enough to entertain his guests allows ; 

And not enough of some one sort alone, 

. But choice of what best fitteth every one. 

God grant me taste and stomach good : 
My feeding will diversify my food. 

*Tis a good appetite to eat. 
And good digestion, that makes good meat. 

The best food in itself will be, 
Not fed on well, poison,, not food, to me. 
Let him that speaks look to his words ; my ear 
Must careful be, both what and how I hear. 
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Like an invited guest I will 
Be bold, but mannerly withal, sit still 

And see what the Master of the feast 
Will carve unto me, and account that best 

Which He doth choose for me, not I 
Myself desire ; yea, though I should espy 
Some fault in the dressing, in the dishing, or 
The placing, yet I will not it abhor. 

So that, the meat be wholesome, though 
The sauce shall not be toothsome, I'll not go 

Empty away, and starve my soul, 
To feed my foolish fancy ; but control 

My appetite to dainty things, 
Which oft instead of strength diseases brings : 
But, if my pulpit-hopes shall all prove vain, 
I'll back into the reading pew again." 

And in another place, on dull preaching : " Do 
not grudge to pick out treasures from an earthen 
pot. The worst speak something good : if all 
want sense, God takes a text and preaches 
patience.*' 

Of pithy aphorisms there is indeed no end : 

" A verse may find him who a sermon flies." 
Or on drinking too much, — 

" It is most just to throw that on the ground ; 
Which would throw me there if I kept the round." 
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Or upon getting into debt,— 

" By no means run in debt ; take thine own measure ; 
Who cannot live on twenty pounds a year, cannot on forty.*' 

Of course, you will remember that 20/. a year 
in those days was not what 20/. is now, but repre- 
sented a much larger sum. Or on gambling, — 

" Play not for gain, but sport. 
Who plays for more than he can lose with pleasure 
Breaks his heart, perhaps his wife's too, 
And whom she bore.^' 

The poem on money, called "Avarice," is a 
more sustained flight, but scarcely less pungent 
than these shorter utterances : 

" Money, thou bane of bli$s, and source of woe, 

Whence comest thou, that thou art so fresh and fine ? 
I know thy parentage is base and low : 

Man found thee, poor and dirty, in a mine. 

Surely thou didst so little contribute 

To this great kingdom which thou now hast got, 

That he was fain, when thou wast destitute, 
To dig thee out of thy dark cave and grot. 

Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright ; 

Nay, thou hast got the face of man ; for we 
Have with our stamp and seal transferred our right : 

Thou art the man, and man but dross to thee. 

Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich ; 
And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch." 
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Now the " conceits " or, what we may call the 
affectations of George Herbert, belong to his 
period, and there are some very strange ones, 
with which we are not perhaps wholly in sympathy 
in these days ; as for instance, when he writes a 
poem on the " Altar,'* and prints it in lines intended 
to represented the shape of an altar ; or again, two 
verses called '' Angels' Wings,*' printed in lines 
intended to represent wings. There are other 
verbal juggleries, which are not much in the taste 
of to-day, especially when applied to religious 
subjects ; as where in a poem before alluded to 
he says that the name of Jesus is so dear to him, 
and that one day he broke the frame containing 
the letters of that sacred name^ and was at first 
in despair to see all the letters J, E, S, U, fall 
on the ground. Then he picked them up and 
began to arrange them — first I, or J, then i, e, s, u, 
one after another in order, and was transported to 
find his new consolation in the discovery that, 
so treated, they made ^* I ease you '' — Jesu I 

There is another poem, which I will now cite, 
which abounds with what I must call the affecta- 
tions of the age, showing the way in which literary 
men of Elizabeth's time played with their thoughts. 



232 Poets in the Pulpit. 

The poem is called ^'Paradise." It is con- 
structed in this way ; you take a word for the end 
of the first line, then .the next line ends with the 
same word minus one letter, and the third line 
with the same word minus two letters, and so on. 
For instance, he begins with " grow *' for the last 
word of the first line, and then follow ^^ row," and 
''owe." Then come '' start," '' tart," and '' art." 
Then the word ''charm," which is followed by 
"harm" and "arm," and so on. Still this little 
poem, though hampered by this affected form, is 
so exquisite that unless attention were called to 
its quaint construction you would hardly notice 
it. Indeed " Paradise " is the perfection of poetic 

neatness : 

" I bless Thee, Lord, because I grow 
Among Thy trees, which in a row 
To Thee both fruit and order ow. 

What open force, or hidden chami, 
Can blast my fruit, or bring me harm 
While the enclosure is Thine arm ? 

Inclose me still, for fear I start ; 
Be to me rather sharp and tart, 
Than let me want ihy hand and art. 

When thou dost greater judgments spare, 
And with thy knife but prune and pare, 
E'en fruitful trees more fruitful are. 
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Such sharpness shows the sweetest friend : 
Such cuttings rather heal than rend : 
And such beginnings touch their end.** 

George Herbert's treatment of Death is peculiar. 
How difiFerent is the grim vision from Longfellow's 
Angel of Refuge bearing the tender blossom away 
to the fields of light above ! very different too 
from Tennyson's veiled Nemesis, severing friend 
from friend ; or from Keble's avenging Minister of 
Sin. George Herbert's Death is a sort of gaunt 
spectre, such as meets us in Holbein's ^* Dance of 
Death;" it is the once popular skull and cross-bones 
conception — grotesque, and somewhat ridiculous. 
Death occurs to George Herbert as a creature 
to be despised, to be flouted, to be trampled under 
foot, or to be held up to scorn. It is the voice of 
St. PauL with a difiFerence : '* O Death, where is 
thy sting? O Grave, where is thy victory?" He 
looks into the grinning skull, and derides the 
miserable symbol of our perishable part, as if that 
could afiFront him with its vain terrors ! 

I notice that in the Elizabethan era — the age 
in which England was but half emancipated from 
Rome and its symbols — this was the prevailing tone 
of thought about Death. Not only was murder 
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extremely popular on the stage, as might well be 
the case in an age accustomed to the wholesale 
massacre of religious persecution, and the public 
spectacle of torture ; but the religious symbols of 
death, the accompaniments of Golgotha, were 
largely worn as ornaments, were treated and handled 
familiarly. Skulls were produced on the stage ; 
ladies wore cross-bones in gold, and ivory, and silver; 
and the watches of gallants were made in the shape 
of skulls. Was it a semi-religious instinct, con- 
serving at any cost the images which met the eye 
of the Catholic devotee on every altar, and at the 
foot of every crucifix ? Or was it the wanton and 
irreverent treatment of objects which but lately 
had been associated with the highest religious 
rites — rites now repudiated as Popish, and mocked 
at in the fervour of the reformed faith ? Perhaps 
both instincts mingled, and help to explain the 
fascination and wide popularity of the ignoble 
grotesque Death, together with the semi-ridicule 
apparent alike in Germany^s great painter, Holbein, 
and in England^s great poet, George Herbert. 
But how pungent and easily triumphant is the 
Christian's short dialogue with the skeleton ! 

" Chr, Alas, poor Death ! where is thy glory ? 

Where is thy famous force, thy ancient sting ? 
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Dea. Alas, poor mortal, void of story ! 

Go spell and read how I have kill'd thy King. 

Chr, Poor Death ! and who was hurt thereby ? 

Thy curse being laid on Him who makest thee accurst. 

Dea, Let losers talk ; yet, thou shalt die : 
These arms shall crush thee. 

Chr. Spare not ; do thy worst 

I shall be one day better than before : 
Thou so much worse, that thou shalt be no more.'* 

More sweet and solemn, but not less charac- 
teristic, is the following : 

** Death, thou wast once an uncouth hideous thing, 
Nothing but bones. 
The sad effect of sadder groans : 
Thy mouth was open but thou couldst not sing. 



But since our Saviour's death did put some blood 

Into thy face. 

Thou art grown fair and full of grace. 
Much in request, much sought for as a good. 

For we do now behold thee gay and glad, 

As at dooms' day, 

When souls shall wear their new array. 
And all thy bones with beauty shall be clad. 

Therefore we can go die asleep, and trust 

Half that we have 

Unto an honest faithful grave — 
Making our pillows either down or dust." 
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I said that George Herbert seldom kindled into 
anything like poetic passion or fervour, but his 
verse is sometimes radiant with a certain chastened 
lustre, all the more effective because so brief, so 
condensed. 

Here the short bursts of verse come fresh from 
the penitent heart, like the broken sobs of a child, 
as in " Discipline :" 

'* Throw away Thy rod, 
Throw away Thy wrath 

my God ; 
Take the gentle path. 

For my heart's desire 
Unto Thine is bent : 

1 aspire 
To a full consent. 

Not a word or look 
I affect to own ; 

But by book, 
And Thy book alone. 

Though I fail, I weep : 
Though I halt in pace, 

Yet I creep 
To the throne of grace. 

Then let wrath remove ; 
Love will do the deed : 

For with love 
Stony hearts will bleed. 
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Love is swift of foot ; 
Love's a man of war, 

And can shoot, 
And can hit from far. 

Who can 'scape his bow ? 
That which wrought on Thee, 

Brought Thee low. 
Needs must work on me. 

Throw away Thy rod : 
Though man frailties hath. 

Thou art God ; 
Throw away Thy wrath." 

We have another form of devotional passion in 
the low, subdued, and poetic melancholy, rising 
at the close into a burst of Divine joy, in the little 
poem called '' Virtue :" 

"Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright; 
The bridal of the earth and sky : 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night, 
For thou must die. 

Sweet rose, whose hue angry and brave 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 

Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
A box where sweets compacted lie. 
My music shows ye have your closes, 
And all must die. 
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Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 
Like seasoned timber, never gives ; 
But though the whole world turn to coal, 
Then chiefly lives." 

We cannot more fitly close our meditations on 
George Herbert, than by listening to a poem 
on the highest level of emotion ever reached by 
Herbert. It is almost of the nature of ejaculatory 
prayer, and represents that central principle of 
spiritual life which ever proclaims the silent, un- 
uttered, and unutterable thoughts to be beyond all 
words ; and the speaker feeling this, yet feeling 
also impelled to utterance, his prayer comes forth, 
short and broken, like the confession of the 
publican who went up into the temple to pray. 
Begun in words, it has to be completed in 
silence ; the Spirit has to make intercession ; all 
we can do is to offer up the longing, loving, 
trusting heart in prostrate adoration. Indeed 
it is^ as George Herbert calls it, ''A True Hymn :" 

** My joy, my life, my crown ! 

My heart was meaning all the day 

Somewhat it fain would say : 
And still it runneth, muttering, up and down, 
With only this, * My joy, my life, my crown ! ' 
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Yet slight not these few words ; 

If truly said, they may take part 

Among the best in art. 
The fineness which a hymn or psalm affords, 
Is when the soul unto the lines accords. 

He who craves all the mind. 

And all the soul, and strength, and time, 

If the words only rhyme 
Justly complains, that somewhat is behind 
To make his verse, or write a hymn in kind. 

Whereas if the heart be moved, 

Although the verse be somewhat scant, 

God doth supply the want : 
As when the heart says (sighing to be approved) 
* O, could I love!' and stops ; God writeth, * Loved "' 
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VIII. 

DIVERSE POEMS. 

IS difficult within a short compass 
to give anything but a brief bird's- 
eye view of a writer so diffuse and 
elaborate as Wordsworth. His popularity has 
steadily waxed, whilst that of contemporary poets 
who thought themselves far his superiors, has 
waned ; and although often voted dull by many 
who purchase his works without reading them, 
his poems have been treasured by thousands 
who have read them, without always being able 
to buy them. Wordsworth has taken this strong 
hold of our age, because he is deeply repre- 
sentative of the inextinguishable spirituality of 
the nineteenth century. We may smile at a good 
deal which, to use his own words about another 
writer, *^ is neither interesting in itself, nor can 
lead to anything which i3 interesting,'' — ^* Lines 
composed after reading the Newspaper," or '* To 
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the Spade of a Friend/' or *^ To his own Portrait ;" 
but there are other lines which have passed into 
the language, and have the true ring : 

" The light that never was on sea or land." 

" The child is father to the man." 

" A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature's daily food." 

" We murder, to dissect ! " 

And perhaps few people are aware that Mr. 
Matthew Arnold's now celebrated " Stream of 
Tendency,'' is from Wordsworth. 

For an elaborate analysis of Wordsworth's mind 
and its progress, I may refer the reader to such 
careful studies as Mr. Stopford Brookes's '^ Words- 
worth," in *' Theology in the English Poets." 
To these excellent essays I am indebted to-night 
for many fruitful and beautiful thoughts, and I 
have also been assisted in the selection of some 
passages. Our thoughts now may be ranged 
conveniently under four heads : Wordsworth's 
relation to Nature, to Man, and Politics, and to 
Universal Religion. 

I. Nature and Man. — Nature in her sublime 
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aspects inspired those immortal descriptions of 

scenery which have never been surpassed : 

** The immeasurable height 
Of woods decaying, never to be deca/d; 
The stationary blast of waterfalls ; 
And in the narrow rent, at every turn 
Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlorn." 

But the infinitely little was equally dear to him, 
and is recorded with the same care, and force, 
and beauty. Indeed nothing escaped him. The 
familiar robin, the daisy — loved of Chaucer, the 
green linnet, the skylark, and small celandine, the 
soft nest of the wren, — all is registered in that 
detailed photography of words. And sometimes 
he almost becomes a part of what he sees. Take 
this glimpse as of the quiet levels of the Thames 
in summer: 

" The calm 
And dead still water lay upon my mind, 
Even with a weight of pleasure ; and the sk)% 
Never before so beautiful, sank down 
Into my heart, and held me like a dream." 

In such perfect gems as ''The Daffodils '* we 
have the same tendency to become one with out- 
ward nature which belongs to the first stage in 
the poetic growth : 
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" I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a cloud, 
A host, of golden daffodils — 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the Milky Way, 
They stretch'd in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay ; 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance. 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee : 

A poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company. 

I gazed, and gazed, but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought. 

For oft when on my couch I lie, 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude, 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils." 

In the next stage we find, not the poet reflect- 
ing nature, but nature reflecting the poet. The 
inanimate has become alive; it has a soul that 
meets the poet's soul, and catches his moods : 
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" The gentleness of heav'n is on the sea : 
Listen ! the mighty being is awake, 
And doth, with his eternal motion, make 
A soimd like thunder everlastingly." 

This IS redeemed from pantheism by hearing in 
all the very voice of God. Thewhole creation brings 
him — 

" Authentic tidmgs of in\'isible things ;" 

and with the poet-priest you stand — 

" Pious beyond the intention of your thought. 
Devout above the meaning of your will" 

Yet how deaf does man at times become, to 
this divine ministry of nature ! how easily and 
selfishly absorbed in pleasure and business ! how 
insensible to the low sweet monitor ! how blind to 
the supernatural beauty ! 

" The world is too much with us ; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers. 
Little we see in nature that is ours ; 
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! " 

That world, which he alternately dreads and 
courts, which at once draws and repels him, was 
soon to absorb Wordsworth's eager nature — the 
world of men and women. Man and Politics were 
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to leave as indelible a mark upon his soul as 
the mountain solitudes, or the activities of ocean, 
forest, or Alpine cataract ; the stir of college life 
fascinated him with its complex variety of human 
nature ; then, too, the great men of antiquity, the 
scholars, and philosophers, and poets, of more 
modern times, gave him a deeper insight into the 
dignity of the human mind, and the subtleties 
of the human heart. He went baqk to London, 
forgetting for a time his mountain solitudes, and 
began to watch with intense interest — 

" The endless stream of men and many things, 
Quick dance of colours, of light, and form, 
Theatre and burial-place of passions." 

But this interest in crowded centres was a 
mood which in Wordsworth never lasted long, 
and was constantly relieved by exquisite pauses 
**of poetic sensibility, of which the matchless "Son- 
net on Westminster Bridge,'' is a fine specimen : 
" Earth has not an3rthing to show more fair ! 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty. 
This city now doth like a garment wear 
The beauty of the morning : silent, bare. 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples, lie 
Open unto the fields and to the sky, 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
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Never did sun more beautifully steep 

In his first splendoiu: valley, rock, or hill ; 

Ne'er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep 
The river glideth at his own sweet will I 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep : 
And all that mighty heart b lying still ! " 

At length, oppressed with the life of the noisy 
city, its heart-rending spectacles of poverty, its 
harsh and intolerable contrasts of squalor and 
wealth, its abrupt transitions from innocence to 
vice, Wordsworth fled to the country again, and 
there once more he revelled in — 

" The vision of the hills 
Those hallow'd and pure motions of the sense, 
That quiet independence of the heart," 

which came to him, 

** In the still spirit shed from evening air.** 

Here he gladly turned from the despondency 
bred in him by the contemplation of men in the 
crowded centres of life, to the pure and simple 
lives of little children. The famous *' We are 
Seven," need hardly be quoted ; to the same class 
belongs ^he following exquisite address " To a 
Young Girl : '' 
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" Dear child, dear girl, that walkest with me here, 
If thou appear untouch'd with solemn thought 
Thy nature is not therefore less divine ; 
Though liest in Abraham's bosom all the year, 
And worship'st at the Temple's inner shrine, 
God being with thee when we know it not" 

The poet sometimes forgot the popular theo- 
logy of his day, which taught that every one was 
a child of sin, and that each one ought to have a 
consciousness of it. Many a theologian, perhaps 
not quite so close a student of nature as Words- 
worth, has been scandalized by that simple ad- 
dress to one of his daughters, in which he alludes 
to her " sinless progress *' through a world — 

" By sorrow darken'd and by care disturb'd ;" 

and then compares her to the moon, 

" Fair are ye both, and both are free from sin." 

But the study of man is henceforth never to be 
wholly cast aside ; the human drama, though too 
oppressive for prolonged contemplation in cities, 
is still a recurrent theme — the mise en scene 
only is shifted. Wordsworth becomes the poet 
of the poor, and on wayside hills in lonely hamlets, 
he pens, in lines of quiet force and truth, many 
annals of a quiet life. Now it is the shepherd and 
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the last of the flock, or the forsaken beggar girl ; 
the criminal swinging in chains ; the poor bed- 
ridden old woman ; the waggoner with his team ; 
the idiot boy ; the gipsies at their camp-fire. To 
this classbelongs that example of perfect simplicity, 
brevity, and pathos, quite unequalled of its kind ; 

" She dwelt among the untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A maid whom there were few to praise, 

And yer>' few to love ; 
A violet by a mossy stone 

Half hidden from the eye ! 
Fair as a star, when only one 

Is shining in the sky. 
She lived unknown, and few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and oh 1 

The difference to me I 

II. Politics.— But poet of the hill and hamlet 
as he was, it is impossible to separate Wordsworth 
from politics, or his politics from his poetry. As 
his religious and social views find their expression 
and development in those long, and, to many, 
wearisome works, the *' Prelude'' and the " Ex- 
cursion,'' so do his political views find illustration 
chiefly in his shorter poems and sonnets. 
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The rise of the French Revolution was full of 
promise and hope. The brotherhood of man — the 
destruction of tyranny — the creation of an ideal 
society, — these were then the universal ideas " in 
the air/' 

No movement was ever more trusted by good 
men than the agitation begun under the clever, 
but questionable, auspices of such social reformers 
as Voltaire, Rousseau, and the Encyclopaedists. 

Wordsworth held on to the Revolution up to 
1793, when he was staggered by the Reign of 
Terror, the excesses of Robespierre, and the 
murder of Louis XVI. 

Still he was horrified at England's declaration 
of war, and steadily resisted the Napoleonic craze 
which followed, and from the entire dominion of 
which half a century has barely sufficed to set 
France and Europe free. 

He calls it — 

" An accursed thing to gaze 
On prosperous tyrants with a dazzled eye f 

and lashes mercilessly the statesmen ,who were as 
eager in 1802 to acknowledge the Divine right of 
Napoleon I., as were the statesmen in 1847 to 
accept Napoleon III. : 
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" Lords, lawyers, statesmen, 
Post forward all • • 

• •to bend the knee 

In France before the new-bom majesty. 
'Tis ever thus. Ye men of prostrate mind, 
A seemly reverence may be paid to power ; 
But truth and loyal virtue, never sown 
In haste, now springing with a transient shower, 
Wlien truth, when sense, when liberty were flown." 

And this is the appeal to England : 

" What hardship had it been to wait an hour ? 
Shame on you, feeble heads to slavery prone." 

The doctrine of accomplished facts had not 
then become so entire a part of European politics, 
as the suppression of Poland, the unification 
of Germany and Italy, and the successful in- 
dependence of America, have since made it. 

The war-craze which, from time to time seizes 
hold of generations which have had no practical 
experience of its horrors, is firmly and consistently 
denounced, and the higher elements of national 
greatness indicated : 

" 'Tis not in battles that from youth we train 
The governors who must be wise and good." 

The real greatness of a nation lies in the 
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observance of moral law, and the time-honoured 
precepts of the ancient prophets,— 

" Patience, temperance, 
Honour that knows the path and will not swerve, 
And piety towards God." 

The true glory of man must ever spring from 
*' plain living and high thinking.'' 

But Wordsworth was at heart a thorough 
Englishman, and could rise on occasion into a fine, 
patriotic fervour, as, for example, in the sonnets 
on the battle of Waterloo, beginning — 

*' Intrepid sons of Albion ! " 

The Revolution failed ; and with that failure a 
sort of despair of the great world's commonwealth 
seemed to seize upon most of the better spirits. 
The reform of France was wrecked by the 
personal ambition of Napoleon ; the excesses of 
the Revolution disgraced the name of liberty ; the 
dream of a golden age ended in the Reign of 
Terror and the tyranny of Robespierre ; and the 
guilty time only gave way to the despotism of an 
unscrupulous soldier, and a war policy which 
decimated France and drowned Europe in blood. 

Still, undismayed by the French fiasco^ Words- 
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worth remained to the end of his life the champion 
of oppressed nationalities. Switzerland, Spain, and 
Italy engaged his sympathies in turn ; and no one 
can read his series of sonnets, dedicated to national 
independence and liberty, without feeling that he 
was more than a patriot — a true citizen of the 
world, and an apostle of humanity. 

But there was a political sense in which it may 
be said that Wordsworth never got over the dis- 
appointment of the French Revolution. As old 
age drew on, he retired more and more from the 
position of an advanced thinker, and grew strangely 
illiberal : so true was it that the French Revolu- 
tion retarded for half a century the great cause 
of reform in this country — the correction of social 
abuses, and the ascendancy of representative 
government generally. Every beneficial change 
was at once denounced as revolution ; and the 
bloody days in Paris were for years pointed to by 
the timid fingers of political cowardice. 

And Wordsworth shared this unwise and un- 
worthy feeling. He opposed the Bill for admitting 
Nonconformists, as dangerous to monarchy and 
social order; he advocated the removal of civil 
disabilities, but denounced Catholic emancipation ; 
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and in 1832 declared that the British Constitution 
would be destroyed by the Reform Bill. 

He was sixty-two years old ; he had lost his 
hopefulness : he had seen one revolution abroad, 
and he had not courage to face what he believed 
would end in another one at home. Still he 
retained, down to the last, a lively sympathy with 
Italy in her oppressed and pillaged condition, 
and prophesied for her an independence which 
we have only late in the nineteenth century seen 
realized. 

But looking at Wordsworth's noblest work, 
nothing can dim the value of his contributions to 
the cause of universal religion. He had indeed 
lost his faith in the all- sufficiency of political 
theories to save society, but he had not lost his 
faith in human nature. In the darkest hour of the 
Revolution he could see, in the breakdown of old 
tyrannies, the overthrow of God's enemies ; in 
the vilest depths of human depravity he found 
gleams of nobility and the protest of virtue — 
faithful unto death. 

" Thus moderated, thus composed, I found 
Once more in man an object of delight, 
Of pure imagination, and of love." 
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III. Universal Religion. — The theology of 
Wordsworth — in so far as he had any — is neither 
better nor worse than the theology of his time. 
It was best when he forgot all about it. The 
ecclesiastical sonnets show all the sectarian 
bitterness of his age, and more than the bitterness 
of ours, against Roman Catholics, together with 
his admiration of Protestantism — a watchword so 
anxiously repudiated by an influential section of 
the Established Church of to-day, as equally dis- 
graceful and historically inaccurate. 

With these questions we are not now greatly 
concerned ; but the real secret of the eager 
Wordsworth revival is to be sought for in neither 
his politics nor his theology. In an age of mate- 
rialism, when specialities in science continue to 
score triumph after triumph, there seems to lie in 
Wordsworth's intense, masterful, and many-sided 
spirituality, a sort of irresistible fascination, as if 
the mind found in him the recovery of its lost 
balance, and escaped from matter — the thing which 
can be weighed and measured — to bathe itself in 
spirit — the thing which cannot be weighed and 
measured, and yet that which gives its only value 
and interest, some have said its very existence, 

S 
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to all that is weighed and measured. Demonstrate 
as you will — " murder to dissect " — you cannot 
convince the world for any length of time, or with 
permanent success, that we are but cunningly- 
devised mechanisms, irresponsible automata, and 
that, being such, our little life is ** rounded by a 
sleep ;'* whilst others hope and argue that we are 
^' spirits," and that there is an underlying, undying 
soul of all things in the universe which is self- 
conscious, and hath communion with man, Words- 
worth the poet, the stexyfelt it. 

He felt it in the soul of nature like a " central 
peace subsisting at the heart of endless agitation." 
He felt it stirring in the depths of man's nature — 

" A pleasure, quiet and profound, 
Of permanent and universal sway, 
And permanent helieC" 

He felt it in the interlaced and interpenetrating 
influence of the great Over soul : 

** That Being that is in the clouds and air, 
That is in the green leaves among the groves. 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
And the round ocean and the evening air. 
Wisdom and Spirit of the Universe, 
Thou Soul that art the eternity of thought, 
And givest form to images, a breath, 
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And everlasting motion ; not in vain, 
By day or starlight, thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood, didst thou intertwine for me 
The passions which build up a human soul." 

This is the Spirit that impels all thinking things, 
all objects of all thought, and rolls through all 
things. 

It is in such strains that Wordsworth becomes 
the singer and teacher of our own restless, excited^ 
and materialistic age ; and taking up, in its endur- 
ing power and popularity, his *' Ode on the Immor- 
tality of the SouV we may well substitute for the 
''recollections of early childhood'' the ** dis- 
coveries of modem science,' ' and exclaim, without 
in the least depreciating their immense importance 
and practical value — 

" Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise ; 

But for those obstinate questionings 

Of sense and outward things, 

Fallings from us, vanishings. 

Blank misgivings of a creature 
Moving about in worlds not realized. 
High instincts before which our mortal nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised j 

But for those first affections, 

Those shadowy recollections. 

Which, be they what they may, 
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Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 
Are yet a master-light of all our seeing ; 
Uphold us— cherish — ^and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal silence : truths that wake 

To perish never : 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour, 

Nor man, nor boy, 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 
Can utterly abolish or destroy ! 

Hence, in a season of calm weather, 
Though inland far we be. 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither ; 
Can in a moment travel thither, 
And see the children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 
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Cfte eoXHtn Crrajltire. 

GLEANINGS. 

[HE *' Golden Treasury/' is a collection 
of lyrics, which ought to be in every- 
one's house — choice lyrics of the last 
400 years, ranging from about 1500 down to 
1850, but not including the works of any living 
poet. In my reference and treatment I am 
to-night limited by certain considerations. In 
the first place, I do not treat of anything in 
the pulpit which is not more or less of an 
'* edifying *' character ; it must have something 
to point a moral, as well as to adorn a tale; 
it should rouse our aspirations, broaden our views, 
enrich our experiences of human life — or prompt 
hopeful and ennobling action ; and of course a 
great deal of lyrical poetry in every age is not of 
this description. 

Then the word '* lyrical" limits us. '* Lyric*' means 
a short song, such as might be thrown off by a 
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minstrel striking his lyre to some brief but passion- 
ate mood of thought and feeling: and the number of 
such short songs in the English language is limited. 
And then we are guided again by a certain standard 
of perfection. In the *' Golden Treasury*' only the 
most choice and beautiful specimens of each kind 
find a place. These requirements — that the poems 
should be lyrical, that they should be perfect, and 
that they should possess either directly or in- 
directly an edifying tendency — greatly restrict our 
field of choice. There is another consideration 
which applies to the present exposition, viz., that 
a great deal of the deeper spiritual poetry of the 
nineteenth century, in the " Golden Treasury," 
will not come under our notice at all in this lec- 
ture, because it is discussed in the other lectures ; 
as, for instance, the moral and religious aspects 
of Tennyson, Longfellow, Keble, and Wordsworth ; 
and remember, that in leaving out Wordsworth's 
name from the Golden Treasury, we leave out 
that of the most voluminous spiritual singer of the 
nineteenth century. 

I. 1 500- 1 600. — In following the order of this 
book, I gather from the first selection of poems, 
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between 1500 and 1600, two, and but two, of 
Shakespeare's, and both very brief. 

Now, there is a peculiarity about Shakespeare's 
poetry which I have dealt with elsewhere (** Shake- 
speare and the Stage "). He is full of verve, and 
spiritual sympathy with human nature, although 
his teaching does not lie peculiarly in a spiritual 
form, either in the way of doctrine or practice — 
least of all is he a dogmatist. His force lies in 
the fact that he takes deep and comprehensive 
views of human life, and feels how many-sided it 
is, and is resolved to leave no side of it uncan- 
vassed, no depths unsounded ; whether it be the 
force of sorrow, of disappointment, of joy, or hope, 
or despair, he deals with it thoroughly, he im- 
merses himself in its element ; and that is why 
after the study of Shakespeare, although no doc- 
trine has been directly taught, no moral drawn, 
we rise up with a certain deepened sense of the 
value and mystery of life, and the possibilities of 
the soul. This is, indeed, not like pulpit teaching ; 
would that pulpit teaching were more like it. But it 
is effective and spiritual teaching, because it dissi- 
pates the natural frivolity of the human mind, and 
leads us to feel how fearfully and wonderfully we 
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are made. We are surprised into higher moods, 
we are filled with a sense of our own undeveloped 
capacities ; we begin to move with larger strides, 
and breathe a more invigorating ain 

The first fragment I lay before you, then, is a 
short poem called '* Winter/* In it Shakespeare 
seems to stand outside himself ; and some of the 
most effective teaching in poetry or prose is where 
a man stands thus outside, and treats of himself as 
though he were somebody else. He thus passes in 
contemplative review different sides of his nature. 
In ** Winter,*' Shakespeare takes a firm hold of 
those common experiences which come to us all 
sooner or later — the love of life, the sense of its 
transience, the mournful feeling of the gliding 
years, and how little use we have made of them, — 
and yet how we have loved them, how we weep 
for them, how hard it is to part from youth, and 
from health, and from pleasure — to lose sensibility, 
but not the longing for it — to feel our capacities 
for enjoyment stiffening, the avenues of the senses 
closing. It is the inexorable flow of the shining 
river of life, out of the darkness into the sunny 
world, and towards the dim ocean beyond. Ah ! 
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how fain would we stay that swift, inexorable 
torrent ; but we cannot ; we can only stand on 
the brink of the rollingf tide, and utter the natural 
plaint of the human spirit over life, clinging fondly 
to it, and' more fondly, as it is passing so sadly 
and certainly away. Although these are not exactly 
religious views, yet they are sobering views, which 
indirectly suggest much that is profoundly moral 
and religious. 

" That time of year thou may'st in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold — 
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou seest the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west, 
A^ hich by and by black night doth take away, 
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie 
As the deathbed whereon it must expire. 
Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more strong — 
To love that we 1 which thou must leave ere long." 

No great soul succumbs to final melancholy ; 
and the hopefulness of Shakespeare is one of 
the chief elements of his enduring power, the 
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buoyancy and saneness of the man which enables 
him, whilst bowing to the mystery of pain and loss, 
and thrilling to every sorrow, still to make the 
best of all human comfort, and get the most out 
of all human love. He rates at its highest value 
every gleam of friendship and affection. He is 
filled with ecstasy at the memory of joys which 
are not near him when he writes, but which 
soothe him out of the distance. Is there not a 
spirit, seizing upon and refreshing our spirit, in 
such an experience as comes forth glowing in 
the sweet poem which he calls *' Consolation," 
where the man is extremely dejected, owing to 
a variety of causes, and suddenly remembers the 
glory which love sheds over life, and rises out of 
the winter of his discontent into the buoyancy of 
spring-time, remembering that although much 
has been taken away from him, there still re- 
mains one true heart in the world, and as long 
as there is one heart which beats in time with his, 
why should he despond ? 

What a lesson is this for many of us ! You who 
have true friends — you who have living ones, who 
may not, perhaps, be near you now — what a glow 
should kindle up within you, when you think that 
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God strews your path with these, the flowers of 
affection ! They will fade, no doubt, but they are 
not faded yet ; you still have them here for your 
solace and dear remembrance : 

" When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste. 

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow. 
For precious friends hid in death's dateless night. 
And weep afresh love's long-since-cancell'd woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanished sight. 

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 
The sad account of fore- bemoaned moan. 
Which I new pay as if not paid before ? 

But if, the while, I think on thee, dear friend. 
All losses are restored, and sorrows end." 

II. 1 600- 1 700. — You will not be surprised if, 
in passing from the fifteenth to the sixteenth 
century, I open first at Milton, and take from him 
the key-note of that great period. 

Milton went up to college at the time of the 
accession of Charles I. He lived through all 
that critical period, witnessed the Protectorate of 
Oliver Cromwell, witnessed the Restoration, and 
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he reflects in himself the close of one and the 
dawn of another great literary, social, and 
political epoch. He lived in the after-glow of 
Shakespeare's age ; and although he might have 
seen Shakespeare in his very early youth, yet he 
escaped the affectations and conceits of the 
Elizabethan period, while retaining all its power 
and imagination. He was a Puritan of the 
Puritans, and yet no fanatic in his Puritanism. 
He was a Republican of the Republicans, and yet 
no lover of revolutions, and no bloodthirsty sup- 
porter of anarchy. He lived just before the 
period when the form of English poetry became 
stiffs accurate^ and precise, but as cold as it was 
polished, in the works of Dryden and Pope. 
Milton caught a foretaste of that technical finish, 
without which no poetry is now acceptable as a 
work of art. But he never was soiled by a taint 
of the foul ribaldry and licentiousness which dis- 
graced the poets of the Restoration. 

He thus retained the finest human elements of 
the Elizabethan age, and united to them the art 
and refinement of an age the full development of 
which he did not live to see. 

The distinguishing quality of Milton is his 
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breadth. Breadth is that indescribable impres- 
sion produced in art by curves that form parts of 
very large circles ; in music the same feeling is 
realized in listening to certain majestic phrases 
of Handel, Beethoven, and Wagner. Milton is 
solemn and grandiose, never dull, dreary, or 
pedantic ; his poetry is always lit up, not only 
with an imaginative glow, but with an incompar- 
able roll of glorious music, like the sound of the 
full organ in some cathedral aisle. If I read you 
a few lines expressive of the state of the world at 
the time of Christ's advent, when the great glory 
of the advent is represented as casting a morning 
radiance, like the rising sun, over the nations, 
how firm is the strain ! how stately and rhythmical 
the cadences ! 

" No war, or battle's sound, 
Was heard the world around r 
The idle spear and shield were high up hung ; 
The hooked chariot stood 
Unstain'd with hostile blood ; 
The trumpet spake not to the arm^d throng ; 
And kings sat still, with awful eye, 
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 

But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of Light 
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His reign of peace upon the earth began ; 

The winds, with wonder whist, 

Smoothly the waters kist, 

Whispering new joys to the wild ocedn — 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave." 

It may seem unnatural even to speak of Milton 
apart from the " Paradise Lost/' but all fragments 
from that great work are excluded to-night 
because I am referring only to poems contained 
in a book of songs and lyrics. Yet does the 
" Paradise Lost *' sound the key-note of his genius. 

Milton was emphatically a religious poet. There 
breathes throughout his work an undertone of deep 
piety, which assumes a touching and personal 
solemnity when it comes to be associated with 
the great affliction of his life. He who so well 
described " flowers of all hue " and " trembling 
leaves,'' the " orient sun " and '* the five wander- 
ing fires," was himself blind ! 

In the '* Samson Agonistes " we have a won- 
derful and sympathetic record of his own state — 
the blind physical hero speaks for the blind in- 
tellectual giant ; and another giant of emotional 
expression, Handel, has set to music the thoughts 
of his brother in the sister art. 
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But as drama we must exclude the famous 
passage beginning : 

** O dark, dark, dark amid the blaze of noon, 
Irrevocably dark — total eclipse." 

I select another passage, of more quiet and 
devotional beauty, if not of more enduring 
power : 

" When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide. 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 

To serve therewith my Maker, and present 
My true account, lest He, returning, chide — 
Doth God exact day-labour, light denied ? 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies : God doth not need 
Either man's work, or His own gifts : who best 
Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best His state 
Is kingly ; thousands at His bidding speed, 
And post o'er land and ocean without rest : — 
They also serve who only stand and wait" 

In these days of technical finish our smallest 
poets are expected to achieve a polish not always 
reached in Elizabethan times by the greatest 
masters. Yet it would be hard to find in poetry, 
ancient or modern, a higher grace and finish, 

T 
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combined with extreme sweetness and simplicity, 
than in Milton's '* Lycidas/' The note of elegiac 
pain is first sounded, then comes the plaintive 
narration, which is rounded off and played upon 
by the tender brooding of the mind, until it rises 
out of its own melancholy into a semi-mythic, 
semi-religious triumph. Lycidas is a poem in 
memory of a friend drowned in the Irish Channel, 
and it takes the classical form congenial to the 
age when it is put into the mouth of a shepherd 
amenting the loss of his friend. I take a portion 
of it: 

" Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude, 
And with forced fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season due : 
For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 
Who would not sing for Lycidas ? He knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind 
Without the meed of some melodious tear." 

Then follows the mourning for Lycidas by 
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various voices of nature personified ; and finally 
the closing note of hope and consolation is struck : 
the memories of the sweet friend must not close 
in sorrow. 

" * Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more \ 
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead. 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor : 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky. 
So Lycidas sank low, but mounted high 
Through the dear might of Him that walked the waves. 
Where, other groves and other streams along, 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he laves. 
And bears the unexpressive nuptial song 
To the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies. 
That sing, and singing, in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas the shepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genius of the shore 
In thy large recompense, and shalt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood.' 

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills, 
While the still mom went out with sandals gray ; 
He touched the tender stops of various quills. 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay : 

T 3 
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And now the sun had stretched out all the hills, 
And now was dropt into the western bay : 
At last he rose, and twitch'd his mantle blue : 
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new." 

'* Lycidas '' is also remarkable for the number 
of lines which, in so short a poem, have worked 
themselves into our common stock of phrases and 
quotations. ** The hungry sheep look up, and are 
not fed " — ^which is so commonly applied to poor, 
thin preaching. People assemble devoutly hungry, 
desiring nothing so much as to imbibe something 
good and nourishing; they look up to the shepherd, 
who gives them little or nothing to eat after all. 
You may have had this experience : the sermon 
was most unfortunate, it did you no good ; '* the 
hungry sheep look up, and are not fed." And yet it 
may not have been altogether the shepherd's fault. 
There is something in the hearer ; and what has 
done you no good may have done good to some 
one else ; still Milton's text is a useful one for the 
preacher, at all events^ to engrave upon his heart. 
And.no wonder that such lines as these have 
become familiar as they are immortal ; — The day- 
star — 

" Flames in the forehead of the morning sky ;*' 
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the solemn troops — 

" That sing, and singing, in their glory move f 
and — 

" While the gtill mom went out with sandals gray ;" 

and the much-quoted and misquoted line (for 
" fields " is constantly substituted for *' woods'*) — 

" To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new ;'' 

and lastly, — 

" That two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, but smite no more." 

I take but one more poem from that century, 
and, strange to say, it is one of Herrick's, a man 
who wrote a great deal of frivolous poetry, but who 
was touched, for all that, with the true spirit of 
poetry, and in this sweet little song " To Daffodils" 
has shown how a man whose head was, alas ! too 
often steeped in the fumes of wine, and who entered 
freely into the licentious enjoyments of that 
licentious age, was still capable of pure, fresh 
feelings, when he talks of beautiful things in 
nature which soothe the heart, and sometimes win 
the senses from gross or selfish indulgences. A 
little poem like the " Daffodils *' falls upon the 
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earth-worn spirit like spring rain upon the parched 
and dusty ground ; Wordsworth is not more pure. 

" Fair Daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away so soon : 
As yet the early rising sun 
Has not attained his noon. 

Stay, stay, 
Until the hasting day 

Has run 
But to the even-song ; 
And, having pray'd together, we 
Will go with you along. 

We have short time to stay as you ; 

We have as short a spring ; 
As quick a growth to meet decay 

As you, or any thing. 
We die 

As your hours do, and dry 
Away, 

Like to the Summer's rain ; 
Or, as the pearls of morning's dew, — 

Ne'er to be found again." 

III. 1700-1800. — When we pass into the 
century 1 700 to 1 800, we come to the age ot very 
great poetical finish, but very Httle poetical power. 
Still there were poets who produced some exquisite 
lines, and Gray was one of these. He wrote very 
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little, but he never wrote anything that was not 
supremely excellent of its kind ; and that kind of 
correctly-balanced, calm, and yet elegiac ex- 
cellence, culminates in a poem which is familiar 
to every one, and which begins, — 

** The curfew tolls the knell of parting day." 
I need hardly quote it, but it certainly is note- 
worthy how each line of this poem possesses 
remarkable excellence individually, and doubtless 
that is why it is so popular. There is always good 
reason for a popularity which lasts, and that of 
Gray's " Elegy '' is of the most enduring kind. We 
should perhaps love it better, if we had not had to 
learn it at school. The number of its lines which 
have passed into the language, the beauty of those 
lines, their singular capacity for wear and tear, 
without being worn out or torn to tatters, stamp 
them as of the first quality of thought and ex- 
pression. 

" Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep." 

We seldom pass a churchyard, and read the 
rude or quaint inscriptions of the village mason, 
without these lines rising in our memory, if not to 
our lips. Or — 
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** Let not Ambition mock their useful toil. 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure ; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annab of the poor." 

Or— 

" Can storied urn or animated bust 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 
Or Flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of Death ? ** 

How often, when recognizing singular merit in 
obscure places, have we thought of — 

" Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood. 
Some mute, inglorious Milton, here may rest. 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood." 

I have only time to revive the accustomed ring 
of such other lines as — 

** Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife." 
" They kept the noiseless tenour of their way." 
" Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind." 
" E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires." 

I may quote entire the shorter epitaph which 
stands at the close of the " Elegy :'' 

" Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth, 
A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 
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Fair Science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere ; 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send : 

He gave to misery all he had, a tear. 

He gain'd from heaven, 'twas all he wished, a friend. 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose), 
The bosom of his Father and his God," 

I close this period, which is stamped with a 

love of elegy, with two poems — first one of the 

saddest and sweetest songs of parting, by Lady 

Nairn : 

** I'm wearing awa', Jean, 
Like snaw when it's thaw, Jean, 
I'm wearing awa' 

To the land o' the leaL 

There's nae sorrow there, Jean, 
There's neither cauld nor care, Jean ; 
The day is aye fair 

In the land o' the leal. 

Ye were aye leal and true, Jean; 
Your task's ended noo, Jean, 
And I'll welcome you 

To the land o' the leaL 

Our bonnie bairn's there, Jean, 
She was baith guid and fair, Jean 
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O, we grudged her right sair 
To the land o* the leal I 

Then dry that tearfu' e'e, Jean, 
My soul langs to be free, Jean, 
And angels wait on me 

To the land o' the leal. 

Now fare ye weel, my ain Jean ; 
This warld's care is vain, Jean ; 
Well meet and aye be fain 
In the land o* the leal." 

And then a poem by Anna Laetltia Barbauld, 
perhaps the gentlest, soberest poem on death 
ever written, with just a quaint touch of George 
Herbert about it : 

" Life ! I know not what thou art, 
But know that thou and I must part ; 
And when, or how, or where, we met, 
I own to me's a secret yet 

Life ! weVe been long together. 
Through pleasant and through cloudy weather ; 
'Tis hard to part when friends are dear — 
Perhaps 'twill cost a sigh, a tear ; 

Then steal away; give little warning; 

Choose thine own time ; 
Say not Good Night,— but in some brighter clime 

Bid me Good Morning." 

IV. 1 800- 1 850. — Passing to the last series of 
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poems, between 1800 and 1850, we seem to come 
to quite a different atmosphere — into the mid cur- 
rent of the nineteenth century. There is something 
of the feverish haste and restlessness about the 
poems which are characteristic of our age. The 
steady old business ways, occupations, manners — 
even the steady old dissipations, are all broken up ; 
a change has come in with the new modes of loco- 
motion, the new activity of the press, the new and 
prodigious developments of commerce and in- 
dustry. The iron tyranny of Napoleon treads close 
on the bloody heels of the Revolution ; and the 
ferment of Romanticism following the downfall of 
that tyranny, created an atmosphere of thought 
in which all genius fructified vigorously. Men 
began to live at high pressure — thought, talked, 
and worked faster, as though conscious that the 
springs of life might be quickly dried up in the 
fierce heat surrounding them, and that there were 
only a few hours of daylight left. The poet, the 
scholar, is oppressed with the thought that he 
may die without completing his life work. This is 
the case with Keats, who owned quite a first-class 
poetic faculty, yet never lived to develope his 
gift. He was fully conscious of this himself. In 
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the " Terror of Death " we notice a feeling of 
uneasy haste — that horror of going down to the 
grave with his work undone, which has oppressed 
many a noble soul. Alas ! in him it was pro- 
phetic, for it was true ; he never lived to complete 
his work : 

" When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean'd my teeming brain^ 
Before high-piled books, in charact'ry, 
Hold like rich garners the fuU-ripen'd grain ; 

When I behold, upon the night^s starred face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance. 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance ; 

And when I feel, fair Creature of an hour ! 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the fairy power . 
Of unreflecting love— then on the shore 

Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink." 

Charles Lamb gives us another phase of this 
nineteenth century feeling — its morbid introspec- 
tion, its intense, recluse-like sensitiveness in the 
midst of crowds ; the settled melancholy of him 
who sees his friends one by one drop off, and his 
path grow lonely as he himself nears the grave. 



The Golden Treasury. 285 

Yet all here is characteristic of the bustle and hurry 
of a life teeming with human interests, faces, 
occupations, from which in this stimulating age 
few can escape ; all is spoken in the midst of a 
crowd. Lamb^s is not exactly the verse of a 
regular poet ; it is not rhyme, but a sort of rhythmic 
prose, bearing no mark of the file, yet finished in 
form, with a certain flow and integrity of deep 
feeling— as though the man's under-current of 
emotion had been too intense to range itself into 
regular periods of rhyme^ but flowed out with a 
kind of suppressed and temperate sadness, which 
is inexpressibly touching : 

"The Old Familiar Faces. 

I have had playmates, I have had companions 

In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have been laughing, I have been carousing, 
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies — 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I loved a Love once, fairest among women : 
Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man : 
Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly — 
Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 
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Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my diildhood ; 
Earth seem'd a desert I was bound to traverse — 
Seeking to find the old familiar faces. 

Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother, 
Why wert not thou born in my father's dwelling — 
So might we talk of the old familiar faces ? 

How some they have died, and some they have left me, 
And some are taken from me ; all are departed — 
All, all are gone, the old familiar faces." 

I cannot close without giving you something 
from Shelley — that soul of flame, and wind, and 
perfume, which seems to resume in itself the 
wildest yet finest elements of the nineteenth cen- 
tury — restlessness, passion, and poetic insight. He 
has been often the butt of religious scorn and 
censure ; and indeed, he revolted from the conven- 
tional views of religion which were offered him as 
the substance of things hoped for, as well as the 
evidence of things not seen. He fled thence to 
bathe himself in a wild natural religion of nature, 
which to his spirit may no doubt have become 
somewhat vague and pantheistic. He believed 
not in the God whom he found worshipped, or at 
all events preached, in churches and chapels ; not 
because he would not fain have worshipped a 
God, but because his glowing and sensitive spirit 
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recoiled from the contradictory and grotesque 
Deity of the popular theology whilst the narrow 
subjective ethics of Wesley held sway over the 
personal religion of the land. Such ancient 
vintages had lost their flavour for Percy Bysshe 
Shelley, too prophetic of the new thoughts and 
impulses of our century, only the first score years 
of which he was destined to see. The shep- 
herds could not feed him ; he fled alone into the 
wilderness, and found communion with woods, and 
fountains, and song-birds, and all the wild beauties 
of sea, vale, and mountain, in sunnier climes than 
ours. His soul seemed to take each influence, 
and become one with it in turn — now living and 
exulting in the wild crash of the tempest, and now 
bathed in the stillness of the summer noon. The 
earth, and sky, and sea, yielded up their secrets 
to Shelley, and he gave them multitudinous voices, 
and their voices are still ringing in our ears — we 
love them. He touched the threshold of a period 
he was not permitted to enter. Were he alive now 
we should take to our heart of hearts that flash- 
ing soul — that sweet wild bird, so full of passion 
and ecstasy — ** cor cordium.*' 

A close mystic sympathy with the Divine soul 
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in nature has never been so Intensely realized and 
rendered as in some of those great bursts of poetic 
eloquence in which Shelley pours out his soul in 
a kind of child-like adoration of the outward and 
visible universe : 

" O wild West wind, thou breath of Autumn's being, 
Thou from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 
Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence stricken multitudes : O, thou. 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low. 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 
Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill : 
Wild spirit, which art moving everywhere ; 
Destroyer and preserver ; hear, O, hear ! 
« « « * « 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee — 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 

Than thou, O, uncontrollable ! if even 

I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven. 

As then, when to outstrip thy skiey speed 

Scarce seem'd a vision ; I would ne'er have striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
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Oh ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 

I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bow'd 

One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is : 

What if my leaves are falling like its own ! 

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone. 

Sweet thought in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce, 

My spirit ! Be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe. 

Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth I 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 

Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 

Be through my lips to unawaken'd earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! O wind. 

If winter comes, can spring be far behind ? " 

I close our meditations to-night with one sober 
little poem, which is a sweet and natural descrip- 
tion of human life, which ordains that the years of 
childhood should seem long, long years, and that 
the years of middle life and old age shall speed 
rapidly away, like the swiftly falling sands in the 
inexorable hour-glass of time. It is an experience 
which most of us have had. We remember as 
children the long periods up to Christmas time, 
and the long drawn out summer months : how 
short they are now to some of us, now that the 

U 
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leaves of life are reddening, and the days draw 
in, and the shadows fall quickly ! This little poem 
by Campbell is a perfect contrast to Shelley ; it is 
sober, didactic, yet with a certain lightness of 
touch, and a tinge of pathos and regret, which 
saves it from the commonplace of Pope, or the 
dulness of Addison. 

" The more w^ live, more brief appear 
Our life's succeeding stages : 
A day to childhood seems a year, 
And years like passing ages. 

The gladsome current of our youth, 

Ere passion yet disorders, 
Steals lingering like a river smooth 

Along its grassy borders. 

But as the careworn cheek grows wan, 

And sorrow's shafts fly thicker, . 
Ye stars that measure life to man, 

AVhy seem your courses quicker ? 

When joys have lost their bloom and breath, 

And life itself is vapid. 
Why as we reach the Falls of Death, 

Feel we its tide more rapid ? 

It may be strange — ^yet who would change 

Time's course to slower speeding, 
When one by one our friends have gone, 

And left our bosoms bleeding ? 
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Heaven gives our years of fading strength 

Indemnifying fleetness ; 
And those of youth, a seeming length 

Proportioned to their sweetness." 
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Little Women Wedded, is. ) edges, ^s, 6d, 

Old-fashioned Girl. 2s. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3^. 6d, 

Rose in Bloom. 2s. ; cloth gilt, 3^. 6d, 

Shawl Straps. Cloth, 2s. 

Silver Pitchers. Cloth, gilt edges, 3J. 6d, 

Under the Lilacs. Illustrated, 2s. ; cloth gilt, $s. 

Work : a Story of Experience, is. *) I vol., cloth, gilt 

Its Sequel, ** Beginning Again." is, ) edges, y, 6d. 

ZtfCy Letters and fournals. By Ednah D. Cheney. 



Cr. 8vo, 6s, 

See also " Low's Standard Series." 



Alden {W. L,) Adventures of Jimmy BroTvn, written by himself 

Illustrated. Small crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 
Trying to find Europe, llli s., crown Svo, 5J. 
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Alger {/, G.) Englishmen in the French Revolution, cr. 8vo, ^s, 6d. 
Amateur Angler^ s Days in Dove Dale : Three Week^ Holiday 

in 1884. By E. M. u. dd. ; boards, u. ; large paper, Jj. 
Andersen. Fairy Tales, An entirely new Translation. With 

over 500 Illustrations by Scandinavian Artists. Small 4to, dr. 
Anderson {W,^ Pictorial Arts of Japan, With 80 full-page 

and other Plates, 16 of them in Colours. Large imp. 4to, £% Ss. (in 

four folio parts, £2 zs, each) ; Artists* Proofs, j6i2 12s, 
Angling, See Amateur, "Cutcliflfe," "Fennell," "Halford," 

"Hamilton," "Martin," "Orvis," " Pennell," "Pritt,*' "Senior," 

"Stevens," "Theakston," "Walton," *« WeUs," and " WilUs-Bund." 
Arnold (R,) Ammonia and Ammonium Compounds. Translated, 

illus., crown 8vo, 5^. 
Art Education, See " Biographies," *' D' An vers/' " Illustrated 

Text Books," "MoUett's Dictionary." 
Artistic Japan. Illustrated with Coloured Plates. Monthly. 

Royid 4to, 2J.; vol. I., 15J.J II., roy. 4to., 15^. 
Ashe {R, F,) Two Kings of Uganda ; Six Years in E. Equa^ 

torial Africa. Crown 8vo, dr. 
Attwell {Prof) The Italian Masters, Crown 8vo, 35. 6d, 
Audsley (G, A,) Handbook of the Organ. Imperial 8vo, top 

edge gilt, 3IJ. 6</.; large paper, 63J. 
^— — Ornamental Arts of japan, 90 Plates, 74 in Colours 

and Gold, with General and Descriptive Text 2 vols., folio, ;£ 1 5 1 5 J. ; 

is ipecally designed leather, £2'^ 2s. 

The Art of Chromo-Lithography, Coloured Plates 



and Text. Folio, 63^*. 



T>ACON {Delia) Biography ,' with Letters of Qarlyle^ Emerson^ 
-^ &c. Crown 8vo, lOf. 6^. 

Baddeley ( W. St Clair) Tchay and Chianti, Small 8vo, 5 J. 
— - — Travel-tide. Small post 8vo, 75. 6^. 
Baldwin (James) Story of Siegfried, ds. 

Story of the Golden Age. Illustrated by Howard 

Pyle. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Story of Roland. Crown 8vo, 6^. 



Bamford (A, J.) Turbans and Tails, Sketches in the Un- 

romantic East. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6</. 
Barlow {Alfred) Weaving by Hand and by Power. With 

several hundred Illustrations. Third Edition, royal 8vo, £\ 5J. 
Barlow {P, W.) Kaipara^ Experiences of a Settler in N, Ne^t 

Zealand. lUust., crown 8vo, 6j. 
Bassett {F, S.) Legends and Superstitions of the Sea. is, 6d. 



List of Publications* 



THE BAYARD SERIES. 

Edited by the late J. Hain Friswell. 

Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style. 

"We can hardly imaginft bettet books for bo3rt to read or for men to ponder 
over."— Tiiw*. 

Price rs. 6d. each Volumgt complete in iisef/, JlexibU cloth extra, £ili edges, 
with silk Headbands and Registers. 



The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. 
Toinville's St. Louis of France. 
The Essays of Abraham Cowley. 
Abdallah. By Edouard Laboullaye. 
Napoleon, Table-Talkand Opinions. 
Words of Wellington. 
Johnson's Rasselas. With Notes. 
Hazlitt*s Round Table. 
The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, 

&c. By Sir Thomas Browne, Knt. 
Coleridge's Christabel, &c With 

Preface by Algernon C. Swinburne. 
Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By 

Robert Buchanan. 

A Case containing za Volumes, price 31/. 



Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sen- 
tences, and Maxims. With Essay 
by Sainte-Beuve. 

The King and the Commons. Cava- 
lier and Puritan Songs. 

Vathek. By William Beckford. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Bailantyne. 

My Uncle Toby ; his Story and 
his Friends. By P. Fitzgerald. 

Reflections of Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates : Memoirs for English 
Readers from Xenophon's Memo- 
rabilia. By Edw. Levien. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 
r. 6d. : or the Case separately, price y. 6d. 

Beaugrand (C) Walks Abroad of Two Young Naturalists, 

By D. Sharp. Illust., 8vo, *js, Sd, 
Beeciur (H, IV.) Authentic Biography y and Diary. III. 8vo, 21s. 
Behnke and Browne, Child*s Voice : its Treatment with regard 

to After Development. Small 8vo, y. 6d, 
Bell (IT. H.J.) Obeah : Negro Superstition in the West Indies. 

Crown 8vo, 2J. dd. 
Beyschlag. Female Costume Figures of various Centuries, 1 2 

reproductions of pastel designs in portfoUo, imperial. 21 j. 
Bickerdyke (^J.) Irish Midsummer Nighfs Dream, lUus. by E, 

M. Cox. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. ; boards, is. 
Bickersteth {Bishop E, H.) Clergyman in his Home, is, 

■ Evangelical Churchmanship. is. 

From Year to Year: Original Poetical Pieces. Small 
post 8vo, 3J. dd. ; roan, ts. and 5j. ; calf or morocco, lor. (hI. 

■ The Master's Home-Call. N. ed. 32mo, cloth gilt, is. 
The Master's Will. A Funeral Sermon preached on 

the Death of Mrs. S. Gumey Buxton. Sewn, 6^. ; cloth gilt, is, 
' — The Reefy and other Parables. Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 
— — Shadow of the Rock. Select Religious Poetry. 2s, 6d. 
— — Shadowed Home and the Light Beyond, $s. 
— — - See also " Hymnal Companion." 
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Biographies of the Great Artists (^Illustrated, Crown Zyo^ 
emblematical binding, y. 6d, per volume, except where the price is given. 



Claude le Lorrain, by Owen J. Dullea. 
Corre^io, by M. E. Heaton. 2s. 6d, 
Delia Robbia and Cellini. 2s. 6d, 
Albrecht Durer, bv R. F. Heath. 
Figure Painters of Holland. 
FraAngelico,Masaccio, and BotticellL 
Fra Bartolommeo, Albertinelli, and 

Andrea del Sarto. 
Gainsborough and Constable. 
Ghiberti and Donatello. 2s, 6d, 
Giotto, by Harry Quilter. 
Hans Holbein, by Joseph Cund^L 
Hogarth, by Austin Dobson. 
Landseer, by F. G. Stevens. 
L*awrence and Romney, by Lord 

Ronald Gower. 2s, 6d, 
Leonardo da Vinci. 
Little Masters of Germany, by W. 

B. Scott. 

In Preparation. 



Mantegna and Francia. 
Meissonier, by J. W. Mollett. 2s. 6d, 
Michelangelo Buonarotti,by Clement. 
Murillo, by Ellen E. Minor. 2s, 6d. 
Overbeck, by J. B. Atkinson. 
Raphael, by N. D'Anvers. 
Rembrandt, by J. W. Mollett. 
Reynolds, by F. S. Pulling. 
Rubens, by C. W. Kett. 
Tintoretto, by W. R. Osier. 
Titian, by R. F. Heath. 
Turner, by Cosmo Monkhouse. 
Vandyck and Hals, by P. R. 

Heac^ 
Velasquez, by E. Stowe. 
Vemet and Delaroche, by J. Rees. 
Watteau, by J. W. Mollett. 2j. 6d, 
Wilkie, byj. W. Mollett. 



Miniature Painters of Eng. School. 
Mulready Memorials, by Stephens. 
Van de \'elde and the Dutch Painters. 



byJ 
Cox and De Wint, Lives and Works. 
George Cruikshank, Life and Works. 

Bird {F./,) American Practical Dyet^s Companion, 8yo, 425. 

-^— — {H, £,) Chess Practice, 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

Black {Robert) Horse j^acing in France : a History. 8vo, I4f. 

See also Cicero. 

Black {W.\ Penance of John Logan, and other Tales. Crown 

8vo, I or. 6d. 

See also " Low's Standard Library." 

Blackburn {Charles F) Hints on Catalogue Titles and Index 

Entries, with a Vocabulary of Terms and Abbreviations, chiefly from 

Foreign Catalogues. Royal 8vo, I4r. 
Blackburn {Henry) Art in the Mountains, the Oberammergau 

Passion Play. New ed., corrected to date, 8vo, 5^. 
^ Breton Folk, With 171 Illust. by Randolph Caldecott 

Imperial 8vo, gilt edges, 2IJ.; plainer binding, los, 6cf. 
■■■ Pyrenees, Illustrated by Gustave Dor4 corrected 

to 1 88 1. Crown 8vo, 7j. 6^. See also Caldecott. 
Blackmore {R, D,) Kit and Kitty, A novel. 3 vols., crown 8vo, 

3 1 J. (id, 
—_ Lama Doone, Edition deluxe. Crown 4to, very nume- 
rous Illustrations, cloth, gilt edges, 3IJ. (>d,\ parchment, uncut, top 

gilt, 3Sj. ; new issue, plainer, 2\s, 
Novels, See also " Low's Standard Novels." 



List of Ptiblications, 



Blackmore (jR.I?.) Springhaven. lUust. by Parsons and 

Barnard. Sq. 8vo, izr.; new edition, 7^. dd. 
Blaikie {William) How to get Strong and how to Stay so. 

Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, &c., Exercises. Illust., sm.postSvo, $s» 
■ Sound Bodies for our Boys and Girls. i6mo, 2s, 6d, 

Bonwick. British Colonies. Asia, ix. ; Africa, ix. ; America, 

IS. ; Australasia, ix. One vol., cloth, $s, 
Bosanquet {Rev. C.) Blossoms from the Kings Garden : Sermons 

for Children. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 
' Jehoshaphat ; or^ Sunlight and Clouds, is. 

Bowden (H.; Miss) Witch of the Atlas: a ballooning story ^ 

Crown 8vo, ^. 
Bower {G* S.) and Spencer, Law of Electric Lighting. New 

edition, crown 8vo, \2s. 6d. 
Boyesen {H. H.) Modem Vikings : Stories of Life and Sport 

in Norseland. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
— — Story of Norway. Illustrated, sm. 8vo, 7^. 6d. 
Boy's Froissart. King Arthur. Knightly Legends of Wales. 

Percy. See Lanier. 
Bradshaw (J.) New Zealand as it is, 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

New Zealand of To-day i 1884-87. 8vo, i^. 

Brannt (W. 71) Animal and Vegetable Fats and Oils. 

Illust., 8vo, z$s. 
■■ Manufacture of Soap and Candles, with many Formulas. 

lUust, 8vo, 35^. 
Manufacture oj Vinegar, Cider, and Fruit Wines. 

Illustrated, 8vo. 

Metallic Alloys. Chiefly from the Germdn of Krupp 



and Wildberger. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 
Bright (foh/i) Public Letters. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6//. 
Brisse {Baron) Mknus (366). A menu, in French and English, 

for every Day in the Year. 2nd Edition. Crown 8vo, Sj. 
Brittany. See Blackburn. 
Browne {G. Lennox) Voice Use and Stimulants. Sm. 8vo, 35. dd. 

andBehnke (Emit) Voice, Song, and Speech. N. ed., $s. 

Brumm (C> Bismarck, his Deeds and Aims ; reply to " Bismarck 

Dynasty." 8vo, is. 
Brunties Diary. A Tour round the World. By C. E. B., \s. 6d. 
Bryant ( W. C.) and Gay {S. H.) History of the United States 

4 vols., royal 8vo, profusely Illustrated, 6or. 
Bryce {Rev. Professor) Manitoba. Illust Crown 8vo, 75. 6d. 
■ Short History of the Canadian People, 'js. 6d. 

Bulkehy {Owen T) Lesser Antilles. Pref. by D. Morris. 
•• lUus., crown 8vo, boards, 2s. 6d. 
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Bumdby {Mrs, F.) High Alps in Winter; or^ Mountaineering 
in Search of Health. With Illustrations, &c., 141. See also Main. 

Burnley (/) History of the Silk Trade, 

History of Wool and Wooicombing. Illust. 8vo, 2 is. 

Burton (SirR.F.) Early^ Public, at^ Private Life. Edited 
by F. HiTCHMAN. 2 vols., 8vo, 3df. 

Butler {Sir W. P.) Campaign of the Cataracts. lUust., 8vo, i8j. 

Invasion of England, told twenty years after. 2s. 6d. 

Red Cloud; or, the Solitary Sioux, Imperial i6mo, 
numerous illustrations, gilt edges, y, €d,; plainer binding, 2s. 6d, 

' 77ie Great Lone Land; Red River Expedition, "js. 6d. 

The Wild North Land; the Story of a Winter Journey 



with Dogs across Northern Norti America. 8vo, i8j. Cr. 8vo, 7J. 6d. 
Bynner (E. L.) Agnes Surriage. Crown Svo, \os. 6d. 

r^ABLE {G. W.) Bonaventure : A Prose Pastoral of Acadian 

^ LK)uisiana. Sm. post Svo, 5^. 

Cadogan{Lady A,) Drawing-roomPlays. \os. '6d. ; acting ed., 

6^. each. 
Illustrated Games of Patience. Twenty-four Diagrams 

in Colours, with Text Fcap. 4to, 12s. 6d. 

' New Games of Patience. Coloured Diagrams, 4to, 1 2 j. 6^, 



Caldecott {Randolph) Memoir. By Henry Blackburn. With 

170 Examples of the* Artist's Work. 14J.; new edit., 7^. 6d. 
Sketches. With an Introduction by H. Blackburn. 

4to, picture boards, 2s. 6d, 
CaJtfomia. See Nordhoff. 

CcUlan {H) Wanderings on Wheel and on Foot. Cr. Svo, is. 6d. 
Campbell {Lady Colin) Book of the Running Brook : and of 

Still Waters. $s, 
Canadian People: Short History. Crown Svo, 7^. 6d. 
Carbutt {Mrs,) Five Months Fine Weather in Canada^ 

West U.S., and Mexico. Crown Svo, 5^. 
Carleton, City Legends. Special Edition, illus., royal Svo, 

I2s, 6d. ; ordinary edition, crown Svo, u. 
City Ballads. Illustrated, 12s, 6d. New Ed. (Rose 

Library), i6mo, u. 
Farm Ballads, Farm Festivals, and Farm Legends. 

Paper boards, is. each ; i vol, small post Svo, 31. 6d. 
Carnegie {A,) American Fourin-Hand in Britain. Small 

4to, Illustrated, los. 6d. Popular Edition, paper, is. 
■ Round the World. Svo, 10^. 6d. 

' ' " ■ Triumphant Democracy. 6s, ; also is, 6d. and is. 
Chairman's Handbook. By R. F. D. Palgrave. sth Edit,, 2s. 



List of Publications, 



Changed CrosSy 6r*c. Religious Poems. i6rao, 2S. 6d. ; calf, 6s. 

Chess. See Bird (H. E.). 

Children's Praises, Hymns for Sunday- Schools and Services, 
Compiled by Louisa H. H. Tristram. 4//. 

Clwice Editions of Choice Books, 2s, 6d, each. Illustrated by 
C. W. Cope, R.A., T; Creswick, R.A., E. Duncan, Birket 
Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A,, G. Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., 
C Stonehouse, F. Tayler, G. Thomas, H. J. Townshend, 
E. H. VVehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. 



Bloomfield's Farmer's Boy. 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. 
Keats' Eve of St. Agnes. 



Milton's L'All^:ro. 
Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir. 
R(^ers' (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory. 
Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen, 
Elizabethan Poets. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



" Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet,**— -A iAenteum, 

Christ in Song, By Philip Schaff. New Ed., gilt edges, 6s, 
ChromO'Lithography, See Audsley. 

Cicero, Tuscu Ian Disputation, I, {Death no bane). Translated 

by R. Black. Small crown 8vo. 
Clarke {H, P) See Wills. 
Clarke (P,) Three Diggers : a Tale of the Australian Fifties. 

Crown 8vo, 65, 
Cochran ( W.) Pen and Pencil in Asia Minor, lUust., 8vo, 2 ix. 

Collingwood {Harry) Under the Meteor Flag, The Log of a 

Midshipman. Illustrated, small post 8vo, gilt, 3^. 6d,\ plainer, 2s, 6d, 

Voyage of the ^^ Aurora,'^ Gilt, y. 6d, ; plainer, 2s. 6d. 

Collinson {Sir R. ; Adm,) HM.S. ''Enterprise " in search of Sir 

J. Franklin. 8vo. 
Colonial Year-book, Edited and compiled by A. J. R. 

Trendell. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Cook {Dutton) Book of the Play. New Edition, i vol., ^s, 6d, 
— — On the Stage : Studies, 2 vols., Svo, cloth, 241. 
Cozzens {F) American Yachts, 27 Plates, 22 x 28 inches. 

Proofs, £zi ; Artist s Proofs, £^1 los, 
Craddock {C, E,) Despot of Broom sedge Cove* Crown Svo, 6s, 
Crew {B.J,) Practical Treatise on Petroleum. Illust., Svo, 2Sx. 
Crouch {A,P,) Glimpses of Feverland : a Cruise in West African 

Waters. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

On a Surf-bound Coast, Crown Svo, yx. 6d, 

Cumberland{Stuart) Thought Reader' sThoughts. Cr. Svo., i os, 6d. 
Queen^s Highway from Oceania Ocean. 111., Svo, iSx. \ 

new ed., yj. 6d, 
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Cumberland (5.) Vasty deep : a Strange Story of To-day, New 

Edition, dr. 
Cundall {Joseph), See ** Remarkable Bindings." 
Gushing \W,) Initials and Pseudonyms. Large 8vo, 25^.; 

second series, large 8vo, 215. 
Custer {Eliz, B,) Tenting on the Plains; Gen, Custer in Kansas 

and Texas. Royal 8vo. iZs, 
Cutcliffe {H, C) Trout Fishing in Rapid Streams, Cr. 8 vo, 3^. dd. 

/X4Z Y {Mrs, D,) Digging, Squatting^ and Pioneering in 
-^-^ Northern South Australia. 8vo, 12s, 
UAnvers, Elementary History of Art, New ed., 360 illus,, 

2 vols., cr. 8vo. I. Architecture, &c., 5J.; II. Painting, dr.; I vol., 

lor. (id, 
— — Elementary History of Music, Crown 8vo, 2S, 6d, 
Davis {Clement) Modem Whist, 4X. 

{C, T) Bricks, Tiles, Terra- Cotta, 6-r. N. ed. 8vo, 2Ss. 

Manufacture of Leather, With many Illustrations. $2s,6d, 

Manufacture of Paper, 28^. 

{G, B,) Outliius of International Law. 8vo. loj. dd. 

Dawidowsky, Glue^Gelatine, Isinglass, Cements,cr*c. Syo,i2S.6d. 
Day of My Life at Eton, By an Eton Boy. Newed. i6mo,iJ. 
Dafs Collacon : an Encyclop(Bdia of Prose Quotations, Im- 
perial 8vo, cloth, 3 1 J. 6</. 
De Leon (E.) Under the Stars and under the Crescent, N. ed., 6x. 
Dethroning Shakspere, Letters to the Daily Telegraph; and 

Editorial Papers. Crown 8vo, 2r. 64/. 
Dickinson {Charles M.) The Children^ and other Verses, Sm. 

8vo, gilt edges, 5/. 
Dictionary, See Tolhausen, " Technological." 
Diggle {/. W. ; Canon) Lancashire Life of Bishop Eraser, 8vo, 

I2f. dd, 
Donnelly {Ignatius) Atlantis; or^ the Antediluvian World. 

7th Edition, crown 8vo, \2s, td, 
Ragnarok: The Age of Fire and Gravel Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, 12s, 6d, 
— The Great Cryptogram : Francis Bacon^s Cipher in the 

so-called Shakspere Pkys. With facsimiles. 2 vols., 30J. 
Donkin (/. G^.) Trooper and Redskin : If. W. Mounted Police, 

Canada. Crown 8vo, 8j. 6d, 

Dougall {fames Dalziel) Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, 

g and Purpose. New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d. 

"The W)ok is admirable in eTery way. .... We wish it every 9acccss.**--^Me. 

"A ven' complete treatise Likely to take high rank as an authority on 

sbootinj^. — Daily Nrws, 



Ltst of Pubiicattons. 



Doughty {H,M,) Friesland Meres y and through th€ Netherlands . 

Illustrated, crown 8vo, 8^. (xi. 
Dramatic Year: Brief Criticisms of Events in the U.S. By W. 

. Archsk. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Dunstan Standard headers. Ed. by A. Gill, of Cheltenham. 

JOARL {JI. P.) RandcUl Trevor. 2 vols., crown 8vo, 21s. 

Eastwood (E.) Jn SatarCs Bonds. 2 vols., crown 8vo, 2 if. 

Edmonds (C) Poetry of the Anti-Jacobin. With Additional 
matter New ed. Illust., crown 8vo, 7x. (xl. ; large paper, 21J. 

Educational List and Directory for 1 887-88. 5^. 

Educational Works published in Great Britain. A Classi- 
fied Catal<^e. Third Edition, 8ro, cloth extra, 6/. 

Edwards (E.) American Steam Engineer. Illust., 1 2mo, 1 2s. 6d. 

Eight Months on the Argentine Gran Chaco. 8vo, &r. 6d. 

Elliott (If. W.) An Arctic Province : Alaska and the Seal 
Islands. Illustrated from Drawings ; also with Maps. idr. 

Emerson {Dr. P. If.) English Idylls. Small post 8vo, 2s. 

Pictures of East Anglian Life. Ordinary edit., 105X. ; 

^it. de luxe, 17 x I3l» vellum, morocco back, 147X. 

■ Naturalistic Photography for Art Students. Illustrated. 

New edit. $s. 

and Goodall. Life and Landscape on the Norfolk 



Broads. Plates 12x8 inches, \26s:\ large paper, 210s. 
Emerson in Concord: A Memoir written by Edward Waldo 

Emerson. 8vo, 71. (>d. 
English Catalogue of Books. Vol. III., 1872— 1880. Royal 

8vo, half-morocco, 421. See also " Index." 
English Etchings. Published Quarterly, ^s.dd. Vol. VI., 25 j. 
English Philosophers. Edited by K B. Ivan Muller, M. A. 

Crown 8vo volumes of 180 or 200 pp., price y, 6d. each. 



Shaftesbury and Hutcheson. 
Adam Smith, by J. A. Farrer. 



Francis Bacon, by Thomas Fowler. 
Hamilton, by W. H. S. Monck. 
Hartley and James Mill. 
Esmarch (F.) Handbook of Surgery. Translation from the 
last German Edition. With 647 new Illustrations. 8vo, leather, 24X. 
Eton. About some Fellows. New Edition, is. 
Evelyn. Life of Mrs. Godolphin. By William Harcourt, 

of Nuneham. Steel Portrait. Extra binding, gilt top, ^s. (xi. 
Eves (C W.) West Indies. (Royal Colonial Institute publica- 
tion.) Crown 8vo, Is. td. 

pARINf(G. A.) Through the Kalahari Desert. 8vo, 21s. 

Farm Ballads^ Festivals^ and Legends. See Carleton. 
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Fay ( 7!) Three Germany s ; glimpses into their History, 2 vols., 

8vo, sss. 
Fenn {G, ManviUi) Off to the Wilds: a Story for Boys.- 

Profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 3J. (xi, \ plainer, 2x. 6</. 

Silver Canon, lUust., gilt ed., 3^. 6d, ; plainer, 2s, 6d. 

Fennell {Greville) Book of the Roach New Edition, i2mo, 2s, 

Ferns, See Heath. 

Fitzgerald {P.) Book Fancier. Cr. 8vo. 5^. ; large pap. \2s. 6d. 

Fleming (Sandfori) England and Canada : a Tour, Cr. 8vo, 6s, 

Florence, See Yriarte. 

Folkard {R,,/un,) Plant Lore, Legends, and Lyrics, 8vo, 16^. 

Forbes {H, O,) Naturalist in the Eastern Archipelago, 8vo, 

2 1 J. 
Foreign Countries and British Colonies, Cr. 8vo, 3^. dd, each. 



Australia, by J. F. Vesey Fitzgerald. 
Austria, by D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
Denmark and Iceland, by E. C.Ott^. 
Egypt, by S. Lane Poole, B.A. 
France, by Miss M. Roberts. 
Germany, by S. Baring-Gould. 
Greece, by L. Sergeant, B.A. 



Japan, by S. Mossman. 
Peru, by Clements R. Markham. 
Russia, by W. R. MorfiU, M.A. 
Spain, by Rev. Wentworth Webster. 
Sweden and Norway, by Woods. 
West Indies, by C. H. Eden, 
F.R.G.S. 



Franc {Maud /eanne). Small post 8vo, uniform, gilt edges : — 



Emily*s Choice. 5j. 
Hairs Vineyard. 4J. 
John's Wife : A Story of Life in 

South Australia. 41. 
Marian ; or. The Light of Some 

One's Home. 5^. 
Silken Cerds and Iron Fetters. 4j. 
Into the Light. 41. 



Vermont Vale. $s. 

Minnie's Mission. 4r. 

Little Mercy. 41. 

Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 41. 

No Longer a Child. 4r. 

Golden Gifts. 4r. 

Two Sides to Every Question. 4^-. 

Master of Ralston. 4J. 



There is also a re-issue in cheaper form at 2s, 61/. per vol. 

Frank^s Ranche ; or, My Holiday in the Rockies, A Contri- 
bution to the Inquiry into What we are to Do with our Boys. 5^. 

Eraser {Bishop), See Diggle. 

Erench, See Julien and Porcher. 

Fresh Woods and Pastures New, By the Author of **An 
Amateur Angler's Days." is. 6d,; large paper, ^s, ; new ed., is, 

Eroissart, See LaI^ier. 

Fuller (Edward) Fellow Travellers, 31. 6d, 

See also " Dramatic Year." 

r^ASPARIN (Countess A. de) Sunny Fields andSJiady Woods. 

Geary (Grattari) Burma after the Conquest, ys. 6d, 
Geffcken (E. B,) British Empire. Translated by S. J. Mac- 
MULLAN. Crown 8vo, ^s, (xi. 
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Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 65. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6j. each ; or in calf extra, price lox. 6</. ; Smaller Edition, cloth 
extra, 2j. 6^., except where price is named. 

The Gentle Life, Essays in aid of the Formation of Character. 
About in the World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 
Like unto Christ, New Translation of Thomas k Kempis. 
Familiar Words, A Quotation Handbook. 6j.; n. ed. zs.dd. 
Essays by Montaigne, Edited by the Author of " The Gentle 

life." 
The Gentle Life, 2nd Series. 
77ie Silent Hour : Essays ^ Original and Selected, 
Half-Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons. 

By J. Hain Friswell. 
Essays on English Writers, for Students in English Literature. 
Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 6s, ; new 

ed., 3J. 6d, 
A MatCs Thoughts, By J. Hain Friswell. 
Countess of Pembroke s Arcadia, By Sir P. Sidney. 65.; new 

ed., 3J. dd, 

Germany, By S. Baring-Gould. Crown 8vo, 3^. dd. 
Gibbon (C) Beyond Compare : a Story. 3 vols., cr. 8vo, 315. 6d, 
Giles {£,) Australia twice Traversed : five Expeditions, 1872-76. 

With Maps and lUust. 2 vols, 8vo, 30J. 
Gillespie ( W, M,) Surveying. Revised and enlarged by Cadey 

Staley. 8vo, 2 IX. 
Goethe, Faustus, Translated in the original rhyme and metre 

by A. H. HuTH. Crown 8vo, 5x. 
Goldsmith, She Stoops to Conquer, Introduction by Austin 

DoBSON ; the designs by E. A. Abbey. Imperial 4to, 42X. 
Gordon (/. E. H,B,A, Cantab,) Electric Lighting. 111. 8vo,i8i. 
Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. 2nd 

Edition, enlarged, with coloured, full-page, &c., lUust. 2 vols., 8vo, 42X. 
Electricity for Schools. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, ^s. 



Gouffk {fules) Royal Cookery Book. New Edition, with plates 

in colours. Woodcuts, &c, Svo, gilt edges, 42J. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, 10s. 6d, 

Grant (General, U,S,) Personal Memoirs, With Illustrations 

Maps, &c. 2 vols., 8vo^ 28r. 
Great Artists. See ** Biographies." 



Bach. 

Beethoven. 
Berlioz. 

English Church Com- 
posers. By Barrett. 
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Gnat Musicians. Edited by F, Hueffer. A Series of 
Biographies, crown 8vo, ys, each : — 

Handel Rossini. 

Haydn. Schubert 

Mendelssohli* Schumann. 

Mozart. Richard Wagner. 

PurcelL Weber. 

Groves {J. Percy) Charmouth Grange. Gilt, 5^.; plainer, 2S. 6d. 
Guizcfs History of France, Translated by R. Black. In 
8 vols., super-royal 8vo, doth extra, gilt, each 24r. In cheaper 
binding. 8 vob., at lOr. 6d, each. 

*' It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
ttudenu of history."— riWx. 

■ Masson^s School Edition, Abridged 

from the Translation by Robert Black, with Chronological Index, His^ 
torical and Genealogical Tables, &c By Professor Gustave Masson, 
B. A. With Portraits, Illustrations, &c I vol., 8vo, 600 pp., y. 

Guyon {Mde,) Life, By Upham. 6th Edition, crovm 8vo, 6x, 

TIALFORD {F, Af,) Floating Flies, and how to Dress them. 
d^ New edit., with Coloured plates. 8vo, 15J. 

Dry Fly-Fishingy Theory and Practia. Col. Plates, 2^. 

Hall (W, W,) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Maxims. 2s. 
Hamilton (F.) Flyfishing for Salmon, Trout, and Grayling ; 

their Habits, Haunts, and History. Illust., ds, ; large paper, lOr. 6^. 
Hands (71) Numerical Exercises in Chemistry, Cr. 8vo, zs, 6d. 

and zr.; Answers separately, 6d. 
Hardy (A, S,) Passe-rose : a Romance, Crown 8vo, 6j. 
Hardy {Thomas). See '^ Low's Standard Novels." 
Hare {/, L. Clark) American Constitutional Law. 2 vis., 8vo, 6^s. 
Harpe?s Magazine, Monthly. 160 pages, fully illustrated, is. 

Vols., half yearly, I. — XVIII., super-rojral 8yo, 8x. 6</. each. 
" ' Harper's Magazine ' is so thicklrsown with excellent illustrations that to cotm 

them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture ma^[azine, for the engravings 

illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest iditiotu deluxt** — 

St. James's Gazette. 

'* It is so pretty, so big, and so cheap. ... An extraordinary shilUngsworth— 

x6o large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and m(N:e than three times as 

many illustrations."— ^^AVritf^x^ Daily Review. 
" An amazing shillingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations.**— 

Nonconformist, 

Harper's Young People, Vols. I.-V., profusely Illustrated 
with woodcuts and coloured plates. Royal 4to, extra binding, each 
7 J. (>d, ; gilt edges, 8r. Published Weekly, in wrapper, id, ; Annual 
Subscription, post ft'ee, dr. 6d. ; Monthly, in wrapper, with coloured 
plate, 6d, ; Annual Subscription, post free, 7x. 6d, «> 

Harris {Bishop of Michigan) Dignity of Man : Select Sermons. 
Crown 8vo, &f. (>d, 

Harris ( W. B,) Land of African Sultan : Travels in Morocco. 
Illust., crown 8vO| lOr. 6d, ; large paper, 31J. 6d, 
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Harrison {Mary) Complete Cookery Book, Crown 8vo. 

Skilful Cook. New edition, crown 8vo, 55. 

Harrison {iV,) Memorable London Houses: a Guide. Illust 

New edition, i8mo, \s, dd, 
Hatton {Joseph) Jourruilistic London : with Engravings and 

Portraits of Distinguished Writers of the Day. Fcap. 4to, 12J. td. 

See also Low's Standard Novels. 

Haweis (Mrs.) Art of Housekeeping : a Bridal Garland, 25,6d. 
Hawthorne {Nathaniel) Life, By John R. Lowell. 
Heldmann {B.) Mutiny of the Ship '' LeanderJ' Gilt edges, 

3J. 6d,; plainer, 25. 6d, 
Henty. Winning his Spurs. Cr. 8vo, 3^. 6d. ; plainer, 2s, 6d. 

Comet of Horse, Cr. 8vo, y, 6d.; plainer, 2s. 6d. 

Jack Archer, Illust. 3^.6^^.; plainer, 2 j". 6^. 

Henty {Richmond) Australiana : My Early Life, 5^ . 
Herrick {Robert) Poetry, Preface by Austin Dobson. With 

numerous Illustrations by E. A. Abbey. 4to, gilt edges, 42^. 
Hetley {Mrs, E,) Native Flowers of Neiu Zealand, Chromos 

from Drawings. Three Parts, 631.; extra binding, 73^. (xi. 
Hicks {E, S,) Our Boys : How to Enter the Merchant Service, 5^. 

Yachts^ Boats and Canoes. Illustrated. 8vo, \os, 6d, 

Hinman {R.) Eclectic Physical Geography, Crown 8vo, 55. 
Hitchman, Public Life of the Earl of Beaconsfield, $s, 6d, 
Hoey {Mrs, Cashet) See Low's Standard Novels. 
Holder {C, F,) Marvels of Animal Life, Illustrated. 8^. 6d, 

Ivory King: Elephant and Allies, Illustrated. 8j. 6d, 

■ Living Lights : Phosphorescent Animals and Vegetables, 

Illustrated. Svo, 8j. dd. 
Holmes {O. W,) Before the Cutfeiv^ &*c. Occasional Poems. $s, 

Last Leaf: a Holiday Volume, 421. 

" Mortal Antipathy^ 8j. dd, ; also 2s, ; paper, \s, 

Our Hundred Days in Europe, 6 j. Large Paper, 1 55. 

Poetical Works, 2 vols., i8mo, gilt tops, \os, 6d, 

See also " Rose Library." 

Howard {Blanche Willis) Open Door, Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Howorth {H, H) Mammoth and the Flood, 8vo, iZs, 

Hugo {V,) Notre Dame, With coloured etchings and 150 

engravings. 2 voh., Svo, vellum cloth, 3CXf. 
Hundred Greatest Men {The), 8 portfolios, 21s, each, or 4 vols., 

half-morocco, gilt edges, 10 guineas. New Ed., I vol., royal Svo, 21s, 

Hymnal Companion to the Book of Common Prayer, By 
Bishop Bickersteth. In various styles and bindings from id, to 
3 1 J. 6d. Price List and Prospectus will be forwa*^ded on application. 
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ILL USTRA TED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
•* Edward J. Poynter, R.A. Illustrated, and strongly bound, y. 
Now ready : — 

PAINTING. 

OUtMio and Italian. By Head. I French and Spanish. 
German, Flemish, and Dutch. | English and American* 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Sarly Christian. 

Ctothio and Benaissance. By T. Roger Smith. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Bcyptian and Oreek. 
Benaissance and Modem. By Leader Scott. 
Inderwick {F. A. ; Q.C.) Side Lights on the Stuarts. Essays* 

Illustrated, Svo, i8j. 
Index to the English Catalogue^ J<^^'y iS74> ^o ^^^-y 1880. 

Royal Svo, half-morocco, i8j. 
Inglis {Hon. fames; "Maori**) Our New Zealand Cousins. 

Small post Svo, 6^. 
Tent Life in Tiger Land : Twelve Years a Pioneer 

Planter. Col. plates, roy. Svo, iSx. 
Irving ( Washington). Library Edition of his Works in 27 vols.. 

Copyright, with the Author's Latest Revisions. ** Geoffrey Crayon'* 

Edition, large square Svo. I2s. 6d. per vol See also "Little Britain." 

c^ACKSON. New Style Vertical Writing Copy-Books 
J Series I, Nos. L— XIL, 2d. and \d. each. 

New Series of Vertical Writing Copy-books. 22 Nos. 

Shorthand of Arithmetic : a Companion to all Arithmetics. 

Crown Svo, \s, 6d. 
Japan. See Anderson, Artistic, Audsley, also Morse. 
Jerdon {Gertrude) Key-hole Country. Illustrated Crovm Svo, 

cloth, 25. 

Johnston {H. H.) River Congo^ from its Mouth to Bolobo. 

New Edition, Svo, 2\$. 
Johnstone (D. Lawson) Land of the Mountain Kingdom. 

Illust., crown Svo. ^s. 
Julien (F.) English Student's French Examiner. i6mo, 2s. 

Conversational French Reader. i6mo, doth, 2s. 6d. 

— — French at Home and at School. Book I. , Accidence. 2s. 

— — First Lessons in Conversational French Grammar, is. 

■ Fetites Legons de Conversation et de Grammaire. ^s. 

Fhrctses of Daily Use. Limp cloth, 6d. 

J^ARR {H. W. Seton) Shores and Alps of Alaska. Svo, 

Keats. Endymion. Illust. by W. St. John Harper. Imp. 
_ 4to, gilt top, 42/. 
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Ketnpis (Thomas a) Daily Text-Book. Square i6mo, 2X. 6^.; 

interleaved as a Birthday Book, 3x. (ai, 
Kennedy {E, B.) Blacks and Bushrangers^ adventures in North 

Queensland, lllust., crown 8vo, 7j. 6d. 
Kenfs Commentatfes : an Abridgment for Students of American 

Law. By Eden F, Thompson. lor. 6^. 
Kerr (W, M,) Far Interior : Cape of Good Hope^ across the 

Zambesi, to the Lake Regions. Illustrated from Sketches, 2 vols. 

8vo, 32J. 

Kershaiv (S, JV,) Protestants from France in their English 

Home. Crown 8vo, 6j, 
King (Henry) Savage London; Riverside Characters^ 6r*c. 

Crown 8vo, dr. 
Kingston {IV. IL G.) Works. Illustrated, i6mo, gilt edges, 



3^. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 2s. 6d. each. 



Ben Burton. 

Captain Mugford, or, Our Salt 

and Fresh Water Tutors. 
Dick Cheveley. 



Heir of Kilfinnan. 
Snow-Shoes and Canoes. 
Two Supercargoes. 
With Axe and Rifle. 



Kingsley (Rose) Children of Westminster Abbey : Studies in 

English History. 5j. 
Knight (E. /.) Cruise of the '' Falcon." New Ed. Cr. 8vo, 

7s. 6d. 
Knox {Col.) Boy Travellers on the Congo. Illus. Cr. Svo, 75. 6d^ 
Kunhardt (C. B.) Small Yachts : Design and Construction. 35 j. 
Steam Yachts and Launches. Illustrated. 4to, 16s. 

TANGLEY(S P.) New Astronomy. 111. Cr. Svo. los.dd. 

Laniet^s Works. Illustrated, crown Svo, gilt edges, 7^. (>d. 

each. 
Boy's King Arthur. Boy's Percy : Ballads of Love and 

Boy's Froissart. Adventure, selected from the 

Bo/s Knightly Legends of Wales. " Reliques." 
Lansdell(H.) Through Siberia. 2 vols., Svo, 301.; i vol., 105. 6d. 

Russia in Central Asia. Illustrated. 2 vols., 425. 

Through Central Asia; Russo-Afghan Frontier, 6^r. 

8vo, 12s. 
Larden (W.) School Course on Heat. Third Ed., lllust. 55. 
Laurie (A.) Conquest of the Moon : a Story of the Bayouda. 

lllust., crown 8vo, 7j. 6d. 
Layard (Mrs. Granville) Through the West Indies. Small 

post 8vo, 25. 6d. 
Lea (H. C). History of the Inquisition of the Middle Ages. 

3 vols., 8vo, 42J. 
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Lemon (Af.) Small Home over the Watery and Stories. lUust. 
by Cruikshank, &c. Crown 8vo, dr. 

Leo XIIL : Life. By Bernard O'Reilly. With Steel 
Portrait from Photograph, &c. Large Svo, \%5, ; idit. de luxe, 63J. 

Leonardo da Vinci's Literary Works, Edited by Dr. Jean 
Paul Richter. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, 
and Architecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and 
Miscellaneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on 
Literature, &c. ; published from Manuscripts. 2 vols., imperial 8vo, 
containing about 200 Drawings in Autotype Reproductions; and nu- 
merous other Illustrations. Twelve Guineas. 

Library of Religious Poetry, Best Poems of all Ages. Edited 
by SCHAFF and Gilman. Royal 8vo, 2ix. ; cheaper binding, los, 6d, 

Lindsay (W. S.) History of Merchant Shipping, Over 150 
Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra. 
Vols. I and 2, lu. each ; vols. 3 and 4, I4r. each. 4 vols., 50X. 

Little {Archibald J,^ Through the Yang-tse Gorges : Trade and 
Travel in Western China. New Edition. 8vo, lar. bd. 

Little Britain^ The Spectre Bridegroom^ and Legend of Sleepy 
Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely New Edition dt 
luxe. Illustrated by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr, 
J. D. Cooper. Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. Re-issue, 
square crown 8vo, cloth, dr. 

Lodge {Henry Cabot) George Washington. {American Statesmen,) 

2 vols., 128. 

Longfellow, Maidenhood, With Coloured Plates. Oblong 

4to, 2s, 6d, ; gilt edges, 3J. 6d. 
Courtship of Miles Standish. Illust. by Broughton, 

&c. Imp. 4to, 215. 
Nuremberg. 28 Photogravures. Ilium, by M. and A, 

COMEGYS. 4to, 31J. 6^. 
Lowell {J, R^ Vision of Sir Launfal, Illustrated, royal 4to, 63^. 
' Life of Nathaniel Hawthorne, Sm post 8vo. [In prep. 

Low's Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 

uniform in cloth extra, 7 j. dd, , except where price is given. 

I. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I fonnd Livingrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. Through the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley. I2j. (>d, 

5. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lOtr. (xi,) 

6. Cruise of the Challenerer. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

7. Bumabsr's On Horseback through Aisia Minor. lar. dd, 

8. Schweinftirth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 15^. 

9. Through America. By W. G. Marshall. 

la Through Siberia. II. and unabridged, ior.6^. By H. Lansdell. 

11. From Home to Home. By Staveley Hill. 

12. Cruise of the Faloon, By £. J. Knight. 
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Laufs Standard Library^ &*c. — continued, 

13. Throusrli Masai Land. By Joseph Thomson. 

, 14. To the Central African Lakes. By Joseph Thomson. 
15. Queen's Hisrhway. By Stuart Cumberland. 

Lc7t/s Standard Novels, Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each, 
unless otherwise stated 
James Baker. John Westaoott. 
WILLIAM Black. 
A Daughter of Eeth.— House-Boat. — ^In Far Loohaber.— In 
Silk Attire. — Kilmeny. — Lady Silverdale*s Sweetheart. — 
Sunrise. — Three Feathers. 
R. D. Blackmore. 
Alice Lorraine. — Ohristowell, a Dartmoor Tale. — Clara 
Vausrhan. — Cradock Nowell. — Cripps the Carrier. — Erema; 
or, My Father's Sin. — Loma Doone. — Mary Anerley. — 
Tommy TJpmore. 
G. W. Cable. Bonaventure. 5x. 
Miss Coleridge. An Ensrlish Squire. 
C* £. Craddock. Despot of Broomsedgre Cove. 
Mrs. B. M. Croker. Some One Blse. 
Stuart Cumberland. Vasty Deep. 
£. De Leon. Under the Stars and Crescent. 
Miss Betham-Edwards. Halfway. 
Rev. £. GiLLiAT, M.A. Story of the Draffonnades. 
Thomas Hardy. 
A Laodicean. — Far ttoxa the Maddinsr Crowd. — Mayor of 
Casterbridfire.— Pair of Blue Byes.— Betum of the Native. — 
The Hand of Ethelberta. — The Trumpet Major.— Two on a 
Tower. 
Joseph Hatton. Old House at Sandwioh.->Three Becruits. 
Mi;^. Cashel Hoey. 

A Golden Sorrow. — A Stem Chase. — Out of Court. 
Blanche Willis Howard. Open Door. 
Jean Ingelow. 

Don John. — John Jerome (S^.)* — Sarah de Berenger. 
George Mac Donald. 
Adela Cathcart.— Guild Court. — Mary Marston.— Stephen 
Archer (New Ed. of **Gifte").— The Vicar's Dauarhter.— Orts. 
— ^Weisrhed and Wanting. 
Mrs. Macquoid. Diane. — Elinor Dry den. 
Helen Mathers. My Lady Greensleeves. 
DuFFiELD Osborne. Spell of Ashtaroth (5^.) 

Mrs. J. H. RiDDELL. 

Alaric Spenceley. — Daisies and Buttercups. — The Senior 

Partner. — A Struffffle for Fame. 
W. Clark Russell. 
Frozen Pirate. — Jack's Courtship. — John Holdsworth. — A 

Sailor's Sweetheart. — Sea Queen. — ^Watch Below. — Strangre 

Voyafire. — ^Wreck of the Grosvenor. — The Lady Maud. — 

Little Loo, 
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Low's Standard Novels — continued. 
Frank R. Stockton. 

Bee-man of Om. — The Late Mrs. Null. — Hundredth Man. 
Mrs. Harriet B. Stowe. 

My Wife and I. — Old Town Folk. — ^We and our Neighbours. — 
Pofiranuo People, their Loves and Lives. 
JosEPii Thomson. X71u : an African Bomance. 
Lew. Wallace. Ben Hur : a Tale of the Christ. 
Constance Fenimore Woolson. 

Anne. — ^East Angrels. — For the Major (51. ). 
French Heiress in her own Ohateau. 

See also Sea Stories. 

Low^s Standard Novels, New Issue at short intervals. Cr. 

8vo, 2J. 6</. ; fancy boards, 2s, 
Blackmore. 

Clara Vauffhan. — Cripps the Carrier. — ^Loma Doone. — Mary 
Anerley. 
Hardy. 

Madding: Crowd. — Mayor of Casterbridgre. — ^Trumpet-Major. 
Hatton. Three Becruits. 
Holmes. Guardian Angrel. 
Mac Donald. Adela Cathcart. — Guild Court. 
RiDDELL. Daisies and Buttercups. — Senior Partner. 
Stockton. Casting Away of Mrs. Leoks. 
Stowe. Dred. 
Walford. Her Great Idea. 

To be followed immediately by 
Blackmore. Alice Lorraine.— Tommy TJpmore. 
Cable. Bonaventure. 
Croker. Some One Else. 
De Leon. Under the Stars. 
Edwards. Half-Way. 
Hardy. 

Hand of Ethelberta. — ^Pair of Blue Eyes. — ^Two on a Tower. 
Hatton. Old House at Sandwich. 
HoEY. Golden Sorrow. — Out of Court. — Stem Chase. 
Ingelow. John Jerome. — Sarah de Berensrer. 
Mac Donald. Vicar's Daughter. — Stephen Archer. 
Oliphant. Innocent. 
Stockton. Bee-Man of Om. 
Stowe. Old Town Folk. — ^Posranuc People. 
Thomson. TJlu. 
Low's Standard Books for Boys, With numerous Illustrations, 
2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3^. 6^. each. 

Dick Cheveley. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Heir of Eimnnan. By W- H. G. Kingston. 

Off to the Wilds. By G. Manville Fenij. 

The Two Supercarsroes. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

The Silver Canon. By G. Manville Fenn. 

TTnder the Meteor Flagr. By Harry Collingwood. 

Jack Archer: a Tale of the Crimea. By G. A. Hbnty. 
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Lcw*s Standard Books for Boys — continued. 

The Mutiny on Board the Ship Leander. By B. Heldmann. 
With Axe and Biile on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 

Kingston. 
Bed Cloud, the Solitary Sioux : a Tale of the Great Prairie. 

By Col. Sir Wm. Butler, K.C.B. 
The Voyage of the Aurora. By Harry Collingwood. 
Charmouth Ghrange: a Tale of the 17th Century. By J. 

Percy Groves. 
Snowshoes and Canoes. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
The Son of the Constable of France. By Louis Rousselet. 
Captain Mu^ord; or, Our Salt and Fresh Water Tutors. 

Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. 
The Comet of Horse, a Tale of Marlboroufirh*s Wars. By 

G. A. Henty. 
The Adventures of Captain'Magro. By Leon Cahun. 
Noble Words and Noble Needs. 
The KinfiT of the Tigers. By Rousselet. 
Hans Brinker; or, The Silver Skates. By Mrs. Dodge. 
The Drummer-Boy, a Story of the time of Washington. By 

Rousselet. 
Adventures in New Guinea : The Narrative of Louis Tresrance* 
The' Crusoes of Guiana. By Boussenard. 
The Gold Seekers. A Sequel to the Above. By Boussenard. 
Winning: His Spurs, a Tale of the Crusades. By G. A. Henty. 
The Blue Banner. By Leon Cahun. 

New Volumes for 1889. 
StartlinfiT Exploits of the Doctor. Calibre. 
Brothers Bantzau. Erckmann-Chatrian. 
Toung* Naturalist. Biart. 

Ben Burton ; or, Bom and Bred at Sea. Kingston. 
Great Huntiner Grounds of the World. Meunier. 
Ban Away from the Dutch. Perelaer. 
KCy Kalulu, Prince, King:, and Slave. Stanley. 

Low^s Standard Series of Books by Popular Writers. Sm. cr, 
Svo, cloth gilt, 2J.; gilt edges, 2j, dd, each. 
Aunt Jo's Scrap Bagr. By Miss Alcott. 
Shawl Straps. By Miss Alcott. 
Iiittle Men. By Miss Alcott. 
Hitherto. By Mrs. Whitney. 
Forecastle to Cabin. By Samuels. Illustrated. 
In My Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson. 
Little Women and Little Women Wedded. By Miss ALCOTT. 
Eric and Ethel. By Francis Francis. Illust. 
Keyhole Country. By Gertrude Jerdon. Illust. 
We Girls. By Mrs. Whitney. 

The Other Girls. A Sequel to " We Girls." By Mrs. Whitney. 
Adventures of Jimmy Brown. Illust. By W. L. Alden. 
Under the Lilacs. By Miss Alcott. Illust. 
Jimmy's Cruise. By Miss Alcott. 
Under the Punkah. By Phil Robinson. 
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Lovfs Standard Series of Books by Popular Writers-^-continued. 

An Old-Fashioned GirL By Miss Alcott. 

A Bose in Bloom. By Miss Alcott. 

Bigrlit Oousins. lUust By Miss Alcott. 

Jack and Jill, By Miss Alcott. 

liulu's Library. Illust. By Miss Alcott. 

Silver Pitchen. By Miss Alcoi T. 

Work and Beffinninr A^ain. Illust. By Miss Alcott. 

A Summer in Leslie Gk>ldtliwaite*8 liifSs. By Mrs. Whitnev. 

Faith Oartney'e Girlhood. By Mrs. Whitney. 

Beal Folks. By Mrs. Whitney. 

3)red. By Mrs. Stowe. 

ULy Wife and I. By Mrs. Stowe. 

An Only Sister. By Madame De Witt. 

Spinning Wheel Stories. By Miss Alcott. 

My Summer in a Garden. By C. Dudley Warner. 
Loiv^s Pocket Encyclopedia: a Compendium of General Know- 

ledge for Ready Reference. Upwards of 25,000 References, with 

Plates. New ed., imp. 32mo, cloth, marbled edges, y, 6d. ; roan, 4^. 6d. 
LoTi/s Handbook to London Charities, Yearly, cloth, is. 6d. ; 

paper, is. 
Lusignan {Princess A, de) Twelve years' Reign of AbdulHamid 

II. Crown 8vo, ^s. dd, 

TcCULLOCH (Jl,) Men and Measures of Half a century. 
Sketches and Comments. 8vo, i&r. 
Macdonald (D,) Oceania, Linguistic and Anthropological. 

Illust., and Tables. Crown 8vo, dr. 
Mac Donald {George), See I^ow's Standard Novels. 
Mcugregor {John) ^^ Rob' Roy'' on the Baltic. 3rd Edition, 

small post 8vo, 2j. dd, ; cloth, gilt edges, y, 6d, 
A Thousand Miles in the ''Rob Roy'' Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2j. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3J. 6^. 
— — Voyage Alone in the Yawl " Rob Roy," New Edition, 
*» with additions, small post 8vo, y. 6d, and 2x. 6d, 
Mackenzie {Sir Morell) Fatal Illness of Frederick the Noble. 

Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 2J. ()d, 
Mackenzie {Rev. John) Austral Africa : Losing it or Ruling it f 

Illustrations and Maps. 2 vols., 8vo, 32J. 
Maclean {H, E.) Maid of the Golden Age. Illust., cr. Svo, ds. 
McLellan's Own Story : The War for the Union, Illust. i8j. 
Maginn {W,) Miscellanies. Prose and Verse, With Memoir. 

2 vols., crown 8vo, 24J. 
Main {Mrs,; Mrs, Fred Burnaby) High Life and Towers of 

Silence. Illustrated, square Svo, ioj. dd, 
Malan {C, F. de M,) Eric and Connie's Cruise in the South 

Pacific. Crown 8vo, 5^. 
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Manning (E, F,) Delightful Tluitnes* Illustrated. 4to, fancy 

boards, 5/. 
Markhani ( Clements R) The Fighting Veres, Sir F. and Sir H. 

8vo, \Zs. 
— — War between Peru afid Chili, 1879-188 1. Third Ed. 

Crown 8vo, with Maps, lor. (xf. 

See also "Foreign Countries," Maury, and Veres. 



Marston (W.) Eminent Pecent Actors, Reminiscences Critical, 

&c 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 21s, \ new edit., i vol., dr. 
Martin (^. W,) Float Fishing and Spinning in the Nottingham 

Style. New Edition. Crown 8vo, 2j. d/. 
Matthews {/, W., M.D,) Incwadi Yami : Twenty years in 

South Africa. With many Engravings, royal 8vo, I4r. 
Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 

Meteorology. New Edition, with Charts and Diagrams, cr. 8vo, 6s, 
■ Life, By his Daughter. Edited by Mr. Clements R. 

Markham. With portrait of Maury. 8vo, I2J. d/. 
Melio (G. Z.) Manual of Swedish Drill for Teachers and 

Students. Cr. 8vo, is. dd. 
Men of Mark: Portraits of the most Eminent Men of the Day, 

Complete in 7 Vols., 4to, handsomely bound, gilt edges, 25J. each. 
Mendelssohn Family (The), 1729— 1847. From Letters and 

Journals. Translated. New Edition, 2 vols., 8vo, 3ar. 
Mendelssohn. See also " Great Musicians." 
Merrifidd^s Nautical Astronomy, Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 
Mills (y.) Alternative Elementary Chemistry. 111., cr.Svo, is,6d. 
Mitford (Mary Russell) Our Village. With 12 full-page and 157 

smaller Cuts. Cr. 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 21 j. ; cheaper binding, loj. 6d. 
Mody (Mrs,) Outlines of German Literature. i8mo, ix. 
Moffatt (W,) Land and Work; Depression, Agricultural and 

Commercial. Crown 8vo, 5x. 
Mohammed Benani : A Story of To-day, 8vo, \os, 6d, 
Mollett (J, W,) Illustrated Dictionary of Words used in Art and 

Archaeology. Illustrated, small 4to, 15X. 
Moore (J. M,) New Zealand for Emigant, Invalid and Tourist, 

Cr. 8vo. 
Morley (Henry) English Literature in the Reign of Victoria, 

2000th volume of the Tauchnitz Collection of Authors. i8mo, 2s, (ki, 
Mormonism. See Stenhouse. 
Morse (E. S,) Japanese Homes and their Surroundings, With 

more than 300 Illustrations. Re-issue, lox. dd, 
Morten (Honnor) Sketches of Hospital Life, Cr. 8vo, sewed, is, 
Morwood, Our Gipsies in City^ Tent, and Van, 8vo, i8j. 
Moss (F./,) Through Atolls and Islands of the great South Sea. 

Illust., crown 8vo, 8r. dd* 
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Moxcn ( Walter) Pilocereus Senilis, Fcap. 8vo, gilt top, 3 J. 6//. 
MuUer {£,) Noble Words and Noble Deeds. Illustrated, gilt 

edges, 3J. 6</. ; plainer binding, 2j. dd, 
Musgrave (Mrs.) Miriam. Crown 8vo, 6j. 
Music. See "Great Musicians." 

fiJETHERCOTE (C. JB.) Pytchky Hunt. New Ed., cr. 8vo, 

^^ Ss.6d, 

New Zealand. See Bradshaw and White (J.). 

New Zealand Rulers and Statesmen, See Gisborne. 

Nicholls {/, If. Kerry) The King Country : Explorations in 
New Zealand. Many Illustrations and Map. New Edition, 8vo, 21s. 

Nordhoff {C.) Calif omia^ for Healthy Pleasure^ and Residence. 
New Edition, 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, i2j. td. 

Norman {C. JB.) Corsairs of France. With Portraits. 8vo, i8j. 

North ( W ; MA,) Roman Fever : an Inquiry during three 
years' residence. Illust., 8vo, 25J. 

Northbrook Gallery, Edited by Lord Ronald Gower. 36 Per- 
manent Photographs. Imperial 4to, 63^. ; large paper, 105^. 

Nott (Major) Wild Animals Photographed and Described, 35^. 

Nursery Playmates (Prince of ), 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in col. bds., 6j.; new ed., 2s, 6d, 

Nursing Record. Yearly, 8^.; half-yearly, 41. 6^.; quarterly, 
2s. td i weekly, id, 

O'BRIEN (R, B,) Fifty Years of Concessions to Ireland. 
With a Portrait of T. Drummond. Vol. I., i6j., II., i6j. 
Orient Line Guide, New edition re-written ; by W. J. Loftie. 

Maps and Plans, 2s. 6d, 
Onns (C. F,) Fishing with the Fly, Illustrated, 8vo, \2S, 6d. 
Osborne (Duffield) Spell of Ashlar oth. Crown 8vo, 5^. 
Our Little Ones in Heaven, Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. New Edition, 51. 

pALGRAVE {R. F. D,) Oliver Cromivell and his Protec- 

•* torate. Crown 8vo. 

Pall ser (Mis.) A History of Lace, New Edition, with addi- 
tional cuts and text. 8vo, 211-. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion, With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. Small 8vo, 5^. 

Panton {/. E.) Homes of Taste. Hints on Furniture and Deco^ 
ration. Crown 8vo, 25. 6d. 

Parsons (James ; A.M.) Exposition of the Principles of Partner- 
ship. 8vo, 3 1 J. (>d. 
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Pennell {ff, Cholmondeley) Sporting Fish of Great Britain 

15J. ; large paper, 3QP. 

Modem Improvements in Fishing-tackle, Crown 8vo, 2 j. 

Perelaer {M, T, H,) Pan Away f^om the Dutch; Borneo^ dr'c. 

Illustrated, square Xvo, ys. 6i ; new ed., 2s, 6d, 
Perry {ff M.) Edlingham Burglary, or Circumstantial Evi- 

dence. Crown 8vo, 3J. dd, 
Phelps {Elizabeth Stuart) Struggle for Immortality, Cr. 8vo, 51. 
Phillips Dictionary of Biographical Reference, New edition, 

royal 8vo, 25J. 
Philpot {H.J^ Diabefes Melliius, Crown 8vo, 5^, 
— ^ Diet System, Tables. I. Diabetes; II. Gout; 

III. D)rspepsia ; IV, Corpulence. In cases, \s. each. 
Plunkett (Major G, 71) Primer of Orthographic Projection, 

Elementary bolid Geometry. With Problems and Exercises, zs. 6d, 
Poe {E, A.) The Raven, Illustr. by DoR^ Imperial folio, 63X. 
Poems of the Inner Life, Chiefly Modem. Small Svo, ^s. 
Poetry of the Anti-Jacobin. New ed., by Charles Edmonds. 

Cr. 8vo, 7 J. 6d.\ large paper, 21s, 
Porcher {A,) juvenile French Plays, With Notes and a 

Vocabulary. i8mo, is. 
Porter {Admiral David D.) Naval History of Civil War, 

Portraits, Plans, &c. 4to, 2^s, 
Portraits of Celebrated Race-horses of the Past and Present 

Centuries, with Pedigrees and Performances. 4 vols., 4to, 126^. 
Pqwles {L, D,) Land of the Pink Pearl : Life in the Bahamas. 

8vo, los. 6d. 
Poynter {Edward J,, R,A,), See " Illustrated Text-books." 
Prince Maskiloff: a Romance of Modern Oxford, By Roy 

Tellet. Crown Svo, 105. 6d. 
Prince of Nursery Playmates, Col. plates, new ed., 2s, 6d, 
Pritt {T. E.) North Country Flies. Illustrated from the 

Author's Drawings. lOs. 6d, 
Publishers^ Circular {The\ and General Record of British and 

Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, 3flf. 
Pyle {Ho^vard) Otto of the Silver Hand, Illustrated by the 

Author. Svo, Zs, 6d, 

e VEEN S Prime Ministers. A series. Edited by S. J. Reid. 
Cr. Svo, 2s, dd. per vol. 



TDAMBA UD, History of Russia, New Edition, Illustrated. 

■* •• 3 vols., Svo, 2\S, 
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Reber. History of Mediaval Art. Translated by Clarkx. 

432 Illustrations and Glossary. 8vo, 
Redford{G,) Ancient Sculpture. New Ed. Crown 8vo, 10s, 6d. 
Redgrave IG, R.) Century of Painters of the English School. 

Crown 8vo, lOf. 6^. 
Reed (Sir E. /., M.F.) and Simpson. Modem Ships of War. 

Illtist., royal 8vo, los. 6d. 
Reed {Talbot B.) Sir Ludar: a Tale of the Days of good Queen 

Bess. Crown 8vo, 6x. 
Remarkable Bindings in the British Museum. India paper, 

94J. dd, ; sewed 73J. td. and 63^. 
Reminiscences of a Boyhood in the early part of the Century : a 

Story. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Ricci {/. H. de) Fisheries Dispute, and the Annexation of 

Canada. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Richards {W,) Aluminium: its History, Occurrence, &*c. 

Illustrated, crown 8vo, 12s, 6d. 
Richter (Dr. Jean Paul) Italian Art in the National Gallery, 

4to. Illustrated. Cloth gilt, £2 2s.; half-morocco, uncut, £2 12s, 6*/. 

■ See also Leonardo da Vinci. 

Riddell (Mrs, /. H.) See Low's Standard Novels. 

Roberts (Pf^.) Earlier History of English Bookselling. Crown 

8vo, p. 6d. 
Robertson (T W.) Principal Dramatic Works, with Portraits 

in photogravure. 2 vols., 21s. 
Robin Hood; Merry Adventures of Written and illustrated 

by Howard Pyle. Imperial 8vo, 15/. 
Robinson {Phil.) In my Indian Garden, New Edition, i6mo, 

limp cloth, 2s. 
NoaksArk. Unnatural History. Sm. post 8vo, 12^. dd, 

Sinners and Saints : a Tour across the United States of 

America, and Round them. Crown 8vo, lor. 6d. 

Under the Punkah. New Ed., cr. 8vo, limp cloth, 2s. 



Rockstro ( W, S.) History of Music. New Edition. Svo, 14^. 
Roe (E. P.) Natures Serial Story. Illust. New ed, 3^. 6^. 
Roland, The Story of. Crown Svo, illustrated, ds. 
Rose (J^.) Complete Practical Machinist. New Ed. , 1 2 mo, 1 2s. 6//. 

Key to Engines and Engine-running. Crown Svo, 8x. dd, 

Mechanical Drawing. Illustrated, small 4to, \6s. 

■ Modern Steam Engines. Illustrated. 31^. 6d. 

Steam Boilers. Boiler Construction and Examination. 

9 Illust., Svo, \2s,6d. , 
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Rose Library. Each volume, i^. Many are illustrated — 
Idttla Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 
Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to '' Little Women. 
Little Women and Little Women Wedded, i vol. , cloth gilt,3j. 6^. 
Little Men. By L. M. Alcott. Double vol., 2s, ; cloth gilt, 3^. dd. 
An Old-Fashioned OirL By Louisa M. Alcott. zr.; cloth, 

3x. 6flr. 
Work. A Story of Experience. By L. M. Alcott. 3/. 6rf. ; 2 vols., 

\s, each. 
Stowe (Mrs. H. B.) The Pearl of Orr's leland. 
— — — The Minister's Wooing. 
-«— We and our Neighbours. 2/.; cloth gilt, 6/. 

My Wife and I. 2J. 

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates. By Mrs. Dodge. Also2r.6^» 

My Study Windows. By J. R. Lowell. 

The Quardian An^L By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Cloth, 2j. 

My Summer in a Garden. By C D. Warner. 

Dred. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 2j.; cloth gilt, 3J. 6</. 

City Ballads. New Ed. i6mo. By Will Carleton. 

Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. ') 

Farm Festivals. By Will Carleton. > i vol., cl., gilt ed., 3^. dd. 

Farm Legends. By Will Carleton. 3 

The Bose in Bloom. By L. M. Alcott. 2j. ; cloth gilt, y, (hL 

Eiffht Cousins. By L. M. Alcott. 2s. ; cloth gilt, 3J. 6d, 

Under the Lilacs. By L. M. Alcott. 2s. ; also 3^. 6d. 

TJndisoovered Country. By W. D. HowElls. 

Clients of Dr. Bema^ius. By L. Biart. 2 parts. 

Silver Pitchers. By Louisa M. Alcott. Cloth, y, 6d, 

Jimmy's Cruise in the ** Pinafore," and other Tales. )iy 

Louisa M. Alcott. 2j.; cloth gilt, 3J. 6d. 
Jack and JiU. By Louisa M. Alcott. 2j.; Illustrated, 5/. 
Hitherto. By the Author of the ** Gayworthys." 2 vols., u. each; 

I vol., cloth gilt, 3r. 6d. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. A NoveL By Edgar Fawcett. is. 



See also Low's Standard Series. 

Eoss {Mars) and Stonehewer Cooper. Highlands of Caniabria ^ 

or, Three Days from England. Illustrations and Map, 8vo, 2IJ. 
Rothschilds^ the Financial Rulers of Nations. By John 

Reeves. Crown 8vo, *]s. 6d. 
Rousselet {Louis) Son of the Constable of France. Small post 

8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, y, 6d.; plainer, 2s. 6d. 
— Ring of the Tigers : a Story of Central India. lUus* 

trated. Small post Svo, gilt, y. 6d. ; plainer, 2s. 6d. 
■ Drummer Boy. Illustrated. Small post Svo, gilt 

edges, 3J. 6^.; plainer, 25. 6d. 
Russell (Dora) Strange Message. 3 vols., crown Svo, 31X. 6d. 
Russell ( W. Clark) Betunxt the Forelands. lUust., crown Svo, 

ios.6d» 
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Russell (W. Clark) English Channel Forts and the Estate 

of the East and West India Dock Company. Crown 8vo, \s. 
^-— — Sailor's Language. Illustrated Crown 8vo, 3^. dd. 
•^— — Wreck of the Grosvenor. 4to, sewed, dd, 
See ako " Low's Standard Novels," *^Sea Stories." 



5AINTS and their Symbols : A Companion in the Churches 
and Picture Galleries of Europe. Illustrated. Royal i6mo, 3^. 6d. 
Samuels {Capt, J. S,) From Forecastle to Cabin : Autobiography, 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, %s. 6d.; also with fewer Illustrations, cloth, 

2s,; paper, is, 
Saunders (A,) Our Domestic Birds : Poultry in England and 

New Zealand. Crown 8vo, dr. 
Our Horses : the Best Muscles controlled by the Best 

Brains, dr. 
Scherr {Prof, y) History of English Literature. Cr. 8vo, 8x. dd. 
Schuyler {Eugene) American Diplomacy and the Furtherance of 

Commerce. I2j. (>d. 

The Life of Peter the Great, 2 vols., 8vo, 32^. 

Schweinfurth {Georg) Heart of Africa, 2 vols., crown 8vo, 15X. 
Scott (Leader) Renaissance of Art in Italy, 4to, 31X. 6d. 

Sculpture, Renaissance and Modem, ^s. 

Sea Stories. By W. Clark Russell. New ed. Cr. 8vo, 

leather back, top edge gilt, per vol., y. 6d, 



Sea Queen. 
Strange Voyage. 
The Lady Maud. 
Watch Below. 
Wreck of the Grosvenor. 



Frozen Pirate. 

Tack's Courtship. 

John Holdsworth. 

Little Loo. 

Ocean Free Lance. 

Sailor's Sweetheart. 
Semmes {Adm, Raphael) Service Afloat: The ^^ Sumter ^^ and 

the ** Alabama." Illustrated. Royal Svo, i6j. 
Senior (W,) Near and Far : an Angler's Sketches of Home 
Sport and Colonial Life. Crown 8vo, 6s.; new edit., 2s, 

Waterside Sketches, Imp. 3 2 mo, i^. 6d,', boards, is, 

Shakespeare, Edited by R. Grant White. 3 vols., crown 

8vo, gilt top, 36J. ; Mition de luxe^ 6 vols., 8vo, cloth extra, 63J. 
Shakespeare^ s Heroines : Studies by Living English Painters. 
105^. ; artists* proofs, 63ar. 

Macbeth, With Etchings on Copper, by J. Moyr 

Smith. 105J. and 52J. 6d, 
Songs and Sonnets. Illust. by Sir John Gilbert, R. A. 

4to, boards, 5j. 

See also Cundall, Deihroning, Donnelly, Mackay, 

. and White (R. Grant). 
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Sharpe {R, Bowdler) Birds in Nature. 39 coloured plates 

and text. 4to, 631. 
Sheridan, Rivals, Reproductions of Water-colour, &c. S2s.6d,; 

artists proofs, 105X. nett 
Skidds (C. W.) Fhilosophia ultima ; from Harmony of Science 

and Religion. 2 vols. 8vo, 24r. 
Shields {G, O,) Cruisings in the Cascades; Huntings Photo- 

graphy, Fishiag. 8vo, lor. 6d. 
Sidney (Sir Philif) Arcadia, New Edition, 3^. td, 
Siegfried, The Story of. Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
Simon. China : its Social Life, Crown 8vo, 61. 
Simson{A,) Wilds of Ecuador and Exploration of the Futumayor 

River. Crown 8vo, 8j. 6d, 
Sinclair (Mrs,) Indigenous Flowers of the Hawaiian Islands, 

44 Plates in Colour. Imp. folio, extra binding, gilt edges, 31J. 6d, 
Sloane(T, O.) Home Experiments in Science for Old atid Young, 

Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Smith (G,) Assyrian Explorations, lUust. New Ed., 8vo, 18^ 
The Chaldean Account of Genesis. With many Illustra- 
tions, idr. New Ed. By Professor Sayce, 8vo, iZs. 
Smith (G, Famett) William L and the German Empire. 

New Ed., 8vo, ^r. 6d, 
Smith (Sydney) Life and Times, By Stuart J. Reid. Illus- 
trated. 8vo, 21J. 
Spiers' French Dictionary, 29th Edition, remodelled. 2 vols., 

8vo, i8j.; half bound, 2Lr. 
Spry ( W,J,J,, R,N,, F,R,G,S) Cruise of H,M,S.'' Challenger^ 

With Illustrations. 8vo, i&r. Cheap Edit., crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 
Stanley (H, M.) Congo, and Founding its Free State, Illustrated, 
2 vols., 8vo, 42J. ; re-issue, 2 vols. 8vo, 21s. 

Hoiu I Found Livingstone, 8vo, lo^. 6d, ; cr. 8vo, "js, 6d, 

Through the Dark Continent, Crown 8vo, 12^. 6d. 

Start (J. W. K.) Junior Mensuration Exercises, Sd. 
Stenhouse (Mrs.) Tyranny of Mormonism, An Englishwoman 

in Utah. New ed., cr. 8vo, cloth elegant, jj. 6d, 
Sterry (J. Ashby) Cucumber Chronicles, 55. 
Stevens (E, W,) Fly-Fishing in Maine Lakes, Zs. 6d. 
Stevens (T.) Around the World on a Bicycle, Vol.11. 8vo. \6s. 
Stockton (Frank R,) Rudder Grange. $s, 6d, 

Bee-Man of Om, and other Fanciful Tales. Cr. 8vo, 5^. 

^-— — Personally conducted. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 

■ The Casting Away of Mrs, Leeks and Mrs. Aleshine, is. 

■ The Dusantes. Sequel to the above. Sewed, i^. ; 
this and the preceding book in one volume, cloth, 2s, 6d. 
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Stockton (Frank B,) The Hundredth Man, Small post 8vo, ds. 

The Late Mrs, Null. Small post 8vo, 6s, 

The Story of Vtteau, Illust. Cr. 8vo, 5 j. 

■ See also Low's Standard Novels. 

Stou^e {Mrs, Beecher) Dred, Cloth, gilt edges, 3X. 6^.; cloth, is. 

Flowers and Fruit from her Writings. Sm. post 8vo, 

3^.6^. 

■ Life^ in her 07vn Words , . . with letters and Original 
Compositions. 10s, 6d, 

Little Foxes. Cheap Ed., is,] Library Edition, 45. 6d. 

My Wife and 7. Cloth, 2s. 

Old Toivn Folk. 6s, 

— — — We and our Neighbours, 2S. 
— Foganuc People, 6s, 

See also Rose Library. 



Strachan {/.) Explorations and Adventures in Neiv Guinea. 

Illust , crown 8vo, I2j. 
Stranahan (C H.) History of Frendi Paintings the Academy ^ 

Salons, Schools, &c. 2IJ. 
Stutfield {Hugh E, M,) El Maghreb : 1200 Miles' Fide through 

Marocco. 8x. 6d, 
Sullivan {A, M,) Nutshell History of Ireland, Paper boards, 6d. 
Sylvanus Reiivivus^ Rev, J. Mitfordy with a Memoir of E. 

Jesse. Crown 8vo, los. 6d, 



"TAINE {H, A) " Origines:' Translated by John Durand. 
-* I. The Ancient Begrime. Demy Svo, cloth, idr. 

II. The French Bevolution. Vol. i . do. 
in. Do. do. Vol.2. do. 

IV. Do. do. Vol. 3. do. 

Tauchnitz's English Editions of Gernuin Authors. Each 
volume, cloth flexible, 2j. ; or sewed, is. 6d, (Catalogues post free.) 
Tauchnitz{B,) German Dictionary. 2s.; paper, is. 6d.; roan, 
2s, 6d, 

■ French Dictionary. 2s, \ paper, \s, 6d.; roan, 2s. 6d 

Italian Dictionary, 2s. ; paper, is, 6d. ; roan, 2S, 6d. 

" Latin Dictionary, 2S, ; paper, is. 6d, ; roan, 2s. 6d, 

■ Spanish and English. 2s, ; paper, 1^. 6d. ; roan, 2s. 6d. 

Spanish and French. 2s, ; paper, is, 6d, ; roan, 2s. 6d. 

Taylor {R, Z.) Chemical Analysis Tables, is. 

• Chemistry for Beginners, Small Svo, is. 6d. 

Techno- Chemical Receipt Book. With additions by Brannt 
and Wahl. los, 6d, 
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Techftological Dictionary. See Tolhausen. 
Thausing {Prof.) Malt and the Fabrication of Beer. 8vo, 45^. 
Thcakston {M.) British Angling Flies. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, 5^. 
Thomson (Jos.) Central African Lakes. New edition, 2 vols. 

in one, crown 8vo, ^s. 6d. 

Through Masai Land. Illust. 21^. ; new edition, 7J. 6d. 

— — and Miss Harris-Smith. Ulu : an African Romance. 

crown 8vo, dr. 
Thomson ( W.) Algebra for Colleges and Schools. With Answers, 

5x. ; without, 4J. td, ; Answers separate, u (xi, 

Thornton (L. D.) Story of a Poodle. By Himself and his 

Mistress. Illust., crown 4to, zs, 6d. 
Thorrodsen, Lad and Lass. Translated from the Icelandic by 

A. M. Reeves. Crown 8vo. 
Tissandier{G.) Eiffel Tower. Illust, and letter of M. Eiffel 

in facsimile. Fcap. 8vo, is. 
Tolhausen. Technological Germany English^ and French Die* 

tionary. Vols. I., II., with Supplement, \2s. 6d. each; III.,'9j.; 

Supplement, cr. 8vo, 3J. 6^. 
Topmkins {E. S. de G.) Through David's Realm. Illust. by 

the Author. 8vo, lOr. (>d. 
Tucker {W.J^ Life and Society in Eastern Europe, 1 5^. 
Tuckerman {B.^Life of General Lafayette. 2 vols., cr. 8vo, 1 2s. 
Tupper (Martin Farquhar) My Life as an Author. 145. ; new 

edition, 7j. (d. 
jytler {Sarah) Duchess Frances: a Novel. 2 vols., 21s. 



TTPTON {H.) Manual of Practical Dairy Farming. Cr. 

^ 8V0, 25. 

l/AN DAM. Land of Rubens ; a companion for visitors to 

'^ Belgium. Crown 8vo, y. dd. 

Vane {Young Sir Barry). By Prof. James K. Hosmer. 

8vo, i8f. 
Veres. Biography of Sir Francis Vere and Lord Vere, leading 

Generals in the Netherlands. By Clements R. Markham. 8vo, i8j. 
Verne {Jules) Celebrated Travels and Travellers. 3 vols. 8vo, 

7j. 6d. each ; extra gilt, 91. 
Victoria {Queen) Life of. By Grace Greenwood. Illust. 6s. 
Vincent {Mrs. Howard) Forty Thousand Miles over Land and 

Water. With Illustrations. New Edit., 3f. td. 
Viollet'le-Duc {E.) Lectures on Architecture. ' Translated by 

Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. 2 noIs., super-royal 8vo, jf 3 3J. 



BOOKS BY JULES VEENE. 



L^mo> Omomr 8to. 



WORKS. 



20«000 Leagues under the Sea. 

Parts I. aud n 

Hector Servadae . . • • 
The Fur Country .... 
The Earth to the Moon and a Trip 

round it 

Kiehael Strogoff .... 
Dick Sands, the Boy Captain 
Five Weeks in a Balloon 
Adventures of Three Englishmen 

and Three Bustians .... 
Bound the World in Eighty Bays 

A Floating City 

The Blockade Bnnncrs . . . 
Dr. Ox's Experiment .... 
A Winter amid the Ico . . . 
Survivors of the ** Chancellor " 

Martin Pas 
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